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1 - MOM’S NEW MAN

The front door rattled open with a metallic groan, snapping Sabrina away from the warm, static-filled glow of the television. She watched her mother, Casey, stumble into their cramped living room, a giggling hurricane of sequins and sweet, cloying perfume. Her blonde bob was mussed, her stage makeup smudged into something softer, more intimate. Not alone. The thought landed in Sabrina’s stomach, a cold, familiar stone.

He filled the doorway. Tall, broad-shouldered, a dark silhouette against the harsh hallway light. He stepped in, and the cheap apartment seemed to shrink, the air shifting, thickening with a scent of expensive cologne and rain.

“Sabby, baby, you’re still up!” Casey chirped, her voice a little too loud, a little too bright. She swayed, high on something more than just the three drinks Sabrina could smell on her. “This is Liam. Liam, this is my daughter, Sabrina. My everything.”

His gaze found hers instantly, a dark, assessing sweep that felt less like a look and more like a touch. It traveled from her face, down her old cotton t-shirt, and back up, unhurried. She felt her body go still, a mouse caught in a hawk’s shadow. He was handsome, but not in the polished, forgettable way of the men her mother usually brought around. This was a different texture. His features were carved, intense, with a quiet intensity that promised control. His eyes held hers for a beat too long, and a strange, unwelcome warmth prickled under her skin.

“A pleasure,” Liam said. His voice was a low rumble, velvet over gravel. It wasn’t a question. His eyes hadn’t left Sabrina’s face. “Casey’s spoken of you.”

Sabrina managed a tight nod, her throat dry. “Hi.”

Casey giggled again, a sound like breaking glass, and draped herself over Liam’s arm. “C’mon, handsome. Let me show you the… master suite.” She winked at Sabrina, a conspiratorial, messy gesture, and tugged him down the short hall toward her bedroom.

The door clicked shut. Sabrina stared at the worn wood grain, her fingers curled into her palms. Silence for a moment, thick and heavy. Then the first sound: a low, masculine murmur, inaudible words but a clear, intimate tone. A soft, feminine laugh from her mother. The squeak of bedsprings.

Sabrina turned the volume of the television up, but it still didn’t mask the noises coming from the bedroom. A soft, wet sound, followed by Casey’s breathy sigh, muffled through the wall. Sabrina’s cheeks burned. She stood up, too fast, and paced to the kitchenette, filling a glass with tap water she didn’t want. She could hear the rhythmic creak of the bed frame now, a slow, relentless tempo. She turned on the faucet full blast, the water roaring in the sink, but it was useless. Her mind painted the pictures her ears supplied. His hands, those broad, sure hands, on her mother’s skin. His mouth…

She drank the cold water, trying to wash the images away. They didn’t go. They settled, a humming, uncomfortable awareness in her core. An hour. The clock on the microwave ticked through sixty minutes of muffled moans, of deep, approving growls from him, of her mother’s increasingly abandoned cries. Sabrina sat rigid on the sofa, a paperback novel open on her lap, the words a blur of black on white.

Finally, the bedroom door opened. Casey emerged first, wrapped in her terrycloth bathrobe, her face flushed, her eyes dreamy and satisfied. Liam followed, buttoning his crisp, white shirt. He looked… unruffled. Composed. The only sign of their activity was the slight dampness at his temples and the subtle, musky scent that now clung to him, cutting through Casey’s perfume. His eyes went straight to Sabrina again, as if pulled by a magnet.

“All settled in here?” he asked, his tone polite, conversational, as if they hadn’t just been fucking ten feet away.

“Fine,” Sabrina said, the word clipped.

He gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, a ghost of a smile touching his lips. It wasn’t friendly. It was knowing. Like he understood exactly the storm raging inside her, and found it… interesting.

He left with a quiet promise to call Casey tomorrow. The door closed behind him, and the apartment exhaled, suddenly too big and too empty.

Casey spun around, the bathrobe flaring. “Oh my god, Sabby. Oh my god.” She collapsed onto the sofa beside her daughter, her energy vibrating through the cushions. “He’s a billionaire. Self-made. He owns half the city! And he’s so into me.”

“That’s great, Mom,” Sabrina said, her voice flat. The phantom scent of his cologne still hung in the air.

“He’s our ticket, baby. Out of this dump. Out of everything. Nice cars, a real house… you could go to any college you wanted.” Casey’s eyes were wide, gleaming with a fragile hope Sabrina recognized and feared. It was the same light that appeared before every crash.

“Just… be careful, okay?” Sabrina whispered. “You just met him.”

Casey waved a dismissive hand. “Pfft. I know men. This one’s different. Solid.” She leaned in, her voice dropping to a stage whisper. “And in bed? Jesus. He’s… thorough. Pays attention. Makes you feel like you’re the only woman on the planet. Tonight, he—”

“Mom!” Sabrina cut her off, a sharp, genuine recoil in her voice. “I don’t want to hear about it. Seriously.”

Casey laughed, a full-throated, unoffended sound. She reached out and ruffled Sabrina’s dark hair. “My prudish little grown-up. Fine, fine. But just you wait. When you find a man who knows what he’s doing, you’ll understand.”

—

For the rest of the week, Liam Wolfe became a constant, phantom presence in Sabrina’s life. He wasn’t in the apartment, but his influence was. Casey came home late each night, glowing, arms laden with glossy shopping bags from stores whose names Sabrina only knew from magazines. A cashmere sweater. Perfume in a crystal bottle. She’d chatter through mouthfuls of leftover steak or lobster from dinners at places with impossible-to-pronounce French names.

“He ordered for me,” Casey sighed one night, kicking off her new heels. “He just knows. And the way he looks at you across the table… like he’s thinking of a dozen dirty things he’s going to do to you later.”

Sabrina would listen, washing dishes in their small sink, her hands moving mechanically. She was glad, in a distant way, to see the shadows under her mother’s eyes lighten, to see her smile reach her eyes again. It was a relief from the tearful, bruised aftermath of Blake, her mother’s last boyfriend, who’d left his mark in more ways than one.

But the relief was edged with a sharp, cold dread. It was too fast. Too much. The gifts, the trips, the whispered promises—it was the same playbook Blake had used, just with a bigger budget. Liam was smoother, smarter, richer. That only made him more dangerous. The fall would be from a greater height.

And always, weaving through her mother’s excited recaps, were the hints. The subtle, glowing reviews of his prowess. “He has these hands, Sabrina. Strong. They just… melt you.” Each mention was a tiny spark, igniting that same, unwanted warmth low in Sabrina’s belly, followed immediately by a chill of guilt. She’d picture his gaze from that first night—dark, direct, seeing too much.

Lying in her narrow bed that Friday night, the sounds of the city a dull roar outside, Sabrina stared at the ceiling. The memory of his eyes wouldn’t leave her. It wasn’t just his looks. It was the certainty in him. The way he’d looked at her, a daughter in sweats, with the same focused intensity he’d doubtless used on her half-naked mother. It made her feel seen in a way that was utterly disconcerting.

A traitorous thought whispered: What would it feel like to be the sole focus of that attention? She turned over, punching her thin pillow, disgusted with herself. He was her mother’s mistake-in-the-making. A handsome, wealthy wolf circling their vulnerable little flock. And she was the responsible one, the watcher. She had to be.

But as sleep finally began to pull at her, the last conscious image behind her eyelids wasn’t of her mother’s hopeful face, or Blake’s sneer. It was of Liam Wolfe’s calm, knowing smile in her dim living room, and the phantom echo of the bedsprings from behind her mother’s door.

2 - A WHIRLWIND ENGAGEMENT

The front door swung open, not with its usual tired groan, but with a whoosh of expensive air and Casey’s triumphant laughter. She was a whirlwind of crimson silk and blinding diamonds, her face lit with a victory Sabrina hadn’t seen since the night she’d landed a starring spot at the strip club years ago. Before Sabrina could even stand from the kitchen table, Casey was flinging a velvet box onto the scarred wood.

It landed with a soft thud, the lid flipping open. A ring, ostentatious and cold, caught the fluorescent light—a central diamond the size of a gumdrop, surrounded by a glittering fortress of smaller stones. Sabrina’s stomach dropped.

“He asked me!” Casey sang, spinning in a circle, the silk dress flaring around her thighs. “Liam Wolfe asked me to marry him!”

The words hung in the small kitchen, too big for the space. Sabrina’s fingers went numb against her coffee mug. “Mom. You’ve known him for, what, two weeks?”

“Fourteen days,” Casey corrected, still spinning, her eyes closed in bliss. “And it’s been the most incredible fourteen days of my life. He’s it, Sabby. He’s the one.”

“The one what?” The question slipped out, sharp and brittle.

Casey stopped spinning, her smile not faltering but shifting, becoming something more pragmatic, more familiar. She picked up the ring, sliding it onto her finger. It was comically large. “The one with the resources, baby. The one who can give us the life we deserve. Look at this thing!” She wiggled her fingers, the stones throwing sharp little rainbows across the peeling wallpaper.

Sabrina’s concern curdled into something sour. “So you’re saying yes… for the resources.”

“For the stability,” Casey insisted, coming to lean against the table, her expression turning serious, a mask of maternal wisdom she so rarely wore. “No more scraping. No more worrying about the rent. He’s a good man, Sabrina. A gentleman. He opens doors, he listens… he’s nothing like Blake.” The name was a cold shadow in the room. “I’m making him sign a prenup. A good one. My lawyer—well, the one I called—says it’s ironclad. I’m covered. We’re covered.”

It was all so transactional. So cold. “Do you love him?” Sabrina let the question hang in the air, cold and demanding.

Casey blinked, then laughed, a light, tinkling sound. “Oh, honey. Love is what you build. This is the foundation. And he’s… very attentive. Very satisfying. What’s not to love about that?” She saw the disapproval on Sabrina’s face and sighed. “Don’t give me that look. This is our chance. You’ll see.”

You’ll see. The phrase echoed as the weeks collapsed into a blur of lawyers, dress fittings for a ceremony Sabrina knew was a farce, and the silent, looming presence of Liam’s money.

The wedding was in a stark, modern art gallery he owned, all white walls and angular sculptures. It was small: Sabrina, two of Casey’s dancer friends who looked stunned, and a few of Liam’s severe, silent associates. Liam wore a charcoal suit that fit him like a second skin. When he said his vows, his voice was firm, his eyes on Casey, but Sabrina felt a strange prickle on her neck. His gaze flickered to her, just once, as he slid the oversized ring onto Casey’s finger. A brief, searing connection in the sterile room. Then it was done.

Moving day was surreal. Liam sent a team. Men in uniforms packed their meager belongings with gloved hands, treating their thrift-store dishes like artifacts. The mansion was in the hills, a monolith of glass and pale stone that seemed to have grown from the cliff itself. Sabrina’s new room was bigger than their entire old apartment. A wall of windows overlooked the city, a dizzying sprawl of lights. The bed was a vast, pillowed island. The attached bathroom had a shower with multiple heads. It felt less like a room and more like a very beautiful hotel suite she could never afford.

Dinner that first night was in a dining room with a table that could seat twenty. They sat at one end, the vast empty length of polished walnut stretching away into shadow. A silent woman served them food that was artistic, delicate, and delicious. Liam dominated the space without raising his voice. He asked Sabrina about herself, his questions precise, his attention absolute. It was unnerving.

“Your mother tells me you’re responsible. I like that,” he said, slicing into a medallion of meat that bled a perfect ruby red.

His words were generous, but his eyes held a challenge. Sabrina looked at Casey, who was gleefully describing the spa day Liam had booked for her tomorrow, her face animated but her eyes skipping over her new husband’s face, focusing instead on the glittering chandelier above.

She wasn’t in love with him. She was in love with the access. The realization settled in Sabrina’s gut, a heavy, cold disgust—not just for her mother’s calculation, but for her own treacherous body that reacted to the low timber of Liam’s voice, to the way his hand looked wrapped around the stem of his wineglass, strong and capable.

Later, in the cavernous silence of her new room, the disgust twisted into something hotter, more shameful. She stood at the window, the city lights blurring into a gold-and-onyx tapestry. She pictured him at the head of that endless table. The sharp line of his jaw. The implicit power in his stillness.

A different image imposed itself. Not of him at the table, but of him that first night, buttoning his shirt, his gaze knowing. Those hands, her mother had sighed. Strong. They just melt you.

Sabrina’s breath faltered. She turned from the window, her skin feeling too tight. The enormous, pristine bed beckoned. She slipped under the cool, high-thread-count sheets, the darkness of the room absolute and quiet. Too quiet. In the old apartment, there was always noise—traffic, neighbors, the hum of the struggling fridge. Here, there was only the low rush of central air and the drum of her own pulse in her ears.

Her hand drifted of its own volition, sliding under the waistband of her cotton shorts. The touch was clinical at first. Then she let her mind go where it had been circling all evening.

His hands. Not giving a ring, not signing a check. On her. The fantasy was vivid, tactile. She imagined one of those broad palms spanning her waist, fingers splayed, thumb stroking the dip beside her hip bone. The other hand cupping her jaw, tilting her face up. His touch wouldn’t be hesitant or greedy. It would be deliberate. Thorough.

She let her own fingers mimic the thought, tracing slow circles low on her belly. A warm, insistent pulse stirred, deep and needy. She thought of his mouth—not smiling that knowing smile, but set in a firm line, descending. The phantom sensation was so acute she could almost feel the warm exhalation against her throat. Her fingers dipped lower, through the soft curls, finding the slick, heated flesh beneath.

What would his dick feel like? The thought was a lightning strike, crude and electrifying. Not just the look of it, but the weight, the feel of him pushing into her, filling her with that same controlled intensity he wore like a suit. The image wasn’t gentle. It was possessive. Powerful. Her body arched off the mattress, a silent gasp caught in her throat. Her fingers moved with more purpose now, a rhythm building that echoed the remembered creak of her mother’s bedsprings, but now the cries in her mind were her own.

The climax, when it broke, was a silent, violent wave. It tore through her with a force that left her muscles taut, her toes curling into the sheets, a choked sound finally escaping her lips as she rode the last tremors. It was intense, overwhelming, and left a vacuum in its wake.

As the sensations faded, the quiet of the mansion rushed back in, louder than before. The guilt came next, hot and immediate. She pulled her hand away, wiping it on the sheet, disgusted with her body’s betrayal. She had just gotten off to the thought of her mother’s husband. A man who was, at best, a fool, blinded by love, and at worst, something far more dangerous. She was no better than Casey, using him for a cheap fantasy. The luxury of the room felt suddenly suffocating, a gilded cage paid for with something she didn’t yet understand.

She lay perfectly still in the vast dark, the ghost of her own pleasure still humming under her skin, intertwined with a deep, unsettling fear. The door to her room was closed. The house was silent. But she felt, with a certainty that made her blood run cold, that she was not alone.

3 - THE FIRST CRACK

The mansion settled into a strange, new rhythm. For Sabrina, it was a rhythm of silence punctuated by the low, tectonic presence of Liam Wolfe. Days blurred. Their old apartment felt like a distant memory. She drifted through the vast, minimalist rooms like a ghost, her footsteps swallowed by thick carpets.

Casey, meanwhile, had transformed into a buzzing, joyful satellite orbiting Liam’s wealth. Her days were spa appointments, personal shopping, and long, languid lunches with new “friends”—wives of Liam’s associates who tolerated her with polished smiles. She was a child in a candy store, and her chatter at dinner was a whirlwind of brand names and gossip, her connection to Liam surface-deep.

It was during one of these dinners, as Casey enthused about the DJ line-up for a club opening Liam was financing, that the first crack appeared.

“And the bass just thumps right through you, you know?” Casey said, gesturing with her fork. “It’s primal.”

“I prefer something with more… texture,” Liam said, his voice a calm counterpoint to her energy. He wasn’t looking at Casey. His dark eyes were on Sabrina, who was pushing roasted vegetables around her plate. “Complexity. The evolution of a melody. Jazz, for instance.”

Sabrina’s head lifted. A shared glance, brief but potent. Jazz was Sabrina’s obsession. She loved the intentional chaos of it—the way the notes seemed to chase each other through a smoke-filled room, never landing quite where you expected.

Casey just shrugged, her attention already diverted by the jewel-like dessert being placed before her. “Jazz is just noise with a saxophone, honey. Give me a beat I can dance to.”

The following afternoon, Sabrina found herself in the west wing, a part of the house she’d avoided. The door was ajar. Curiosity, that old, dangerous friend, pulled her forward. The room was a library. Not just a few shelves, but a two-story, wood-paneled sanctuary. The air smelled of old paper, leather, and faintly of Liam’s cologne. Sunlight streamed through high windows, illuminating motes of dust dancing above thousands of spines.

“Finding your way around?”

She jumped. Liam stood in the doorway, having approached without a sound. He wore a simple black sweater and dark trousers, looking more like a scholar than a billionaire.

“I… got lost,” she lied, her voice thin in the quiet space.

“A common occurrence here.” He stepped inside, his presence immediately shrinking the vast room to an intimate scale. “Do you read, Sabrina?”

“Yes.” The answer was automatic, defensive. A part of her identity she clung to.

“What do you like?”

She named a few authors, contemporary literary fiction, voices that explored quiet, interior lives. He listened, nodding slowly. “Good choices. Restless minds. You’ll find most of them here.” He gestured to a section. “And if you venture there,” he pointed to the older, leather-bound volumes, “you’ll find the minds that inspired them. It’s all a conversation across centuries.”

He wasn’t condescending. He was engaged. He asked her opinion on a novel she’d recently finished, and his questions were sharp, probing the themes she’d only half-formed thoughts about. For twenty minutes, they talked about books while the sun moved across the floor. It was the most substantial conversation she’d had since moving in. Casey hadn’t finished a book since high school.

“My mother thinks reading is boring,” Sabrina said, the words leaving her before she could filter them.

A subtle smile touched Liam’s lips. Not the knowing one from the apartment, but something warmer, more genuine. “Many people prefer the immediate plot life provides. It’s less demanding.” He moved to a large cabinet, not of books, but of vinyl records. “Another shared preference, perhaps?” He pulled out a sleeve, handling it with a reverence Casey reserved for handbags. “Miles Davis. Kind of Blue.”

He placed the record on a sleek, vintage turntable. The first, languid notes of “So What” filled the room, a cool, slow walk of a bass line. It was the antithesis of the thumping bass Casey loved. It was space, tension, and intelligence. Liam leaned against the cabinet, watching her.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered.

“It’s a mood. It requires you to lean in, to listen to the spaces between the notes.” His gaze was steady on her face, tracing her reaction. “Like a good conversation. Or a person.”

Her skin prickled. Was this flirting? It was so veiled, so intellectual, she couldn’t be sure. It felt like a secret handshake. A recognition of a hidden self her mother would never see. The attention was a laser point, and it ignited that same, traitorous warmth low in her belly. It felt deeper than the raw lust from her fantasy. This was a seduction of the mind, and it was infinitely more dangerous.

He’s your mother’s husband. The reminder was a splash of ice water. She took a step back, breaking the spell the music was weaving.

“I should… I told my mom I’d help her with something. Her closet.” The excuse was pathetic.

Liam’s expression didn’t change. He just gave that slight, almost imperceptible nod. The knowing one was back. “Of course. The closet is a pressing matter.”

She fled, the smooth, complex jazz following her like an accusation.

—

The encounter left her unsettled, a low hum in her veins. That night, sleep was impossible. The silence of the mansion was no longer just empty; it was expectant. Her mind replayed the library, the timbre of his voice discussing narrative structure, the way his eyes had held hers as the saxophone cried. Her crush, a vague, guilty shadow, had solidified into something sharp and aching. She tossed in the enormous bed, the sheets tangling around her legs.

Thirst. A mundane need. She slipped out of bed, pulling on a thin, silken robe over her sleep shorts and tank top. The hallway was a canyon of shadows, illuminated by faint, automated night-lights. The mansion was sleeping.

The kitchen was an expanse of stainless steel and dark marble. And he was there.

Liam stood at the massive island, a slice of dark bread and a wedge of cheese on a plate before him. He was in gray sweatpants and a tight-fitting black t-shirt that outlined the powerful cut of his shoulders and chest. He looked more human, more approachable, and infinitely more dangerous.

He turned at her soft footfall. “Couldn’t sleep either?” he asked, his voice a quiet rumble in the nocturnal quiet.

“Just thirsty,” she managed, her own voice husky with sleep and sudden, acute awareness. She went to the filtered tap, filling a glass, feeling his eyes on her back, on the way the silk robe clung to her frame.

“The house takes getting used to. The quiet is louder than any city noise.”

She turned, leaning against the counter, putting the cold glass to her forehead. “It feels… permanent. Like nothing could ever actually rattle these walls.”

He took a slow bite of cheese, studying her. “You’re perceptive. Most people just see the square footage.”

A pause stretched, thick and uncomfortable. Sabrina searched for something neutral to say. “Mom seems happy. Thrilled, actually.”

Liam’s jaw tightened, just a fraction. He looked down at his plate. “She is.” Another pause, heavier. He put the bread down. “Sabrina… do you ever have doubts? About things you were so sure about a few weeks ago?”

The question shocked her. It was so vulnerable, so utterly unlike the controlled man she knew. “I… I guess everyone does.”

“I’m having them. About the marriage.” The admission dropped between them like a stone. He ran a hand through his dark hair, a rare gesture of agitation. “The things you and I talked about today… books, music, the substance of things… Casey has no interest in any of it. She’s a beautiful, vibrant splash of color, but…” He trailed off, his gaze finding hers again, full of a frustration that seemed to seek solace. In her.

Sabrina’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was a betrayal of her mother, listening to this. But a treacherous, hopeful part of her sang. He sees it. He feels the emptiness too. “She loves life in a different way,” Sabrina said carefully, the loyal daughter. “She’s… immediate. She finds joy in experiences.”

“Superficial experiences,” he countered, his voice soft but relentless. “There’s no depth. No connection. I find myself… lonely. In my own home.” His eyes darkened, the intensity in them shifting from intellectual to something raw, personal. “And I find myself noticing the depth elsewhere. The quiet understanding. The mind that leans in to listen to the spaces between the notes.”

He wasn’t talking about jazz anymore. He pushed away from the island, taking a single step toward her. The space between them crackled, the hum of the refrigerator the only sound.

“Liam, don’t…” she whispered, but it was a plea with no force.

“I’ve been attracted to you since the night I walked into that apartment,” he said, the words blunt, stripping away all pretense. “The way you watched me. The intelligence in your eyes, and the wariness. You’re not a girl playing at being grown. You are grown. In ways your mother may never be.”

“This is wrong,” she breathed, but her body was leaning forward, drawn to the heat of his confession like a plant to the sun.

“It’s inevitable,” he murmured, and closed the final distance.

His kiss wasn’t tentative. It was a declaration. His mouth captured hers with a firm, hungry certainty that stole the breath from her lungs. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones, and the sensation was exactly as she’d imagined—deliberate, thorough. A low sound vibrated in his throat, and the taste of him, dark coffee and something uniquely male, flooded her senses. Every cell in her body screamed yes even as her mind chanted wrong, wrong, wrong.

Her hesitation dissolved in the heat. Her hands, which had been frozen at her sides, came up to clutch at the hard muscle of his arms through the thin cotton. She kissed him back, opening her mouth to him, her tongue meeting his in a slow, exploratory dance that sent jolts of pure lightning down her spine. The silk robe gaped open, and his hands slid from her face, down her neck, over her shoulders, pushing the fabric away. It pooled at her feet with a whisper.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, his eyes black pools of desire in the low light. He looked at her, in her simple tank and shorts, as if she were the most exquisite thing in his sterile, expensive world. “Tell me to stop,” he challenged, his voice gritty.

She couldn’t. The desire was a fever, burning up the guilt, the loyalty, the fear. She shook her head, a tiny, desperate movement.

A primal satisfaction flared in his eyes. He took her hand, guiding it down the hard plane of his stomach, to the waistband of his sweatpants. The evidence of his want was a thick, hard ridge beneath the soft fabric. He pressed her palm against it. “Feel what you do to me.”

The shock of the contact, the heat and rigid strength of him, made her gasp. He held her hand there, letting her feel the pulse of him through the material. Then, with his other hand, he deftly untied the drawstring and pushed the fabric down over his hips.

He sprang free, thick and heavy, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color in the dim light. He wrapped her fingers around him. The skin was like hot velvet over steel. Her own pulse throbbed in time with the one she felt beneath her palm. He groaned, a deep, shattered sound, as her tentative grip tightened.

“Like this,” he instructed, his voice a rough whisper against her temple.

He covered her hand with his own, showing her a rhythm—a slow, firm stroke from root to tip, his thumb smearing a bead of moisture that had gathered at the slit. The act was so intimate, so profoundly carnal, it blurred every line in her world. Her own body wept in response, a slick, aching heat building between her legs.

He let her hand go, letting her continue on her own. Her strokes grew more confident, fueled by his harsh breaths and the way his abdominal muscles clenched with each pass. He watched her hand work him, his gaze worshipping and hungry. Then he reached for her, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her sleep shorts and panties, dragging them down her legs in one swift motion. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his hands on her hips.

He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, placing her on the cold, polished marble of the kitchen island. The surface was shockingly cold against her bare thighs and bottom. He stepped between her legs, spreading them wide, his hands running up the insides of her thighs, a slow, possessive caress that made her tremble.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes devouring the sight of her, open and glistening for him.

Then he bent his head.

The first touch of his mouth there was an electric shock. It wasn’t a tentative lick. It was a deep, languorous stroke of his tongue from bottom to top, circling the tight, desperate bud of her clit before plunging lower, tasting her deeply. Sabrina cried out, her hands flying to his hair, fingers tangling in the dark strands. The sensation was obliterating. It was wet, and hot, and expert. He feasted on her, his tongue working in rhythms that mirrored the complex jazz he loved—slow builds, clever riffs, intense, focused crescendos. He used his lips, his tongue, the gentle scrape of his teeth, until she was writhing on the cold marble, her hips bucking against his face, mindless sounds torn from her throat.

The coil inside her wound impossibly tight, a screaming tension centered where his mouth worked its magic. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her back arch violently off the surface. The combination—the relentless, sucking pressure of his mouth and the deep, internal stroke of his fingers—was too much. The climax detonated, a white-hot nova of pleasure that ripped through her with violent, convulsive waves. She shattered, her cries echoing in the cavernous kitchen, her body taut as a bowstring before collapsing, boneless and shuddering.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He rose, his mouth glistening with her. He gripped her hips again, pulling her to the very edge of the table. The cold marble bit into the backs of her thighs. He positioned himself, the broad, slick head of his cock nudging against her soaked, sensitive entrance.

He looked into her eyes, his own face a mask of stark, uncontrolled need. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice raw.

She did. Her eyes, wide and dazed, locked with his.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immense, a burning, glorious fullness that stole the air from her lungs anew. He was large, and he didn’t hesitate, sheathing himself in one long, relentless stroke until he was fully embedded, his hips flush against hers. A guttural groan was torn from his chest. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting her body adjust.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not frantic. They were deep, measured, and devastatingly powerful. Each stroke dragged the sensitive flesh of her inner walls, each withdrawal left a desperate emptiness only he could fill. The cold, hard table beneath her, the heat of his body above her, the slick, rhythmic sound of their joining—it was a symphony of forbidden sensation. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, controlling the pace, driving into her with a focused intensity that spoke of possession, of a hunger finally being met.

Sabrina wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. Each impact sent fresh shocks of pleasure radiating from her core. The earlier climax had sensitized her, and every deep plunge now felt like it was stroking a live wire. She could feel the building pressure again, different this time, deeper, centered on the thick, relentless intrusion of him.

“You’re so tight,” he gritted out, his control fraying. “So perfect. Taking me so well.”

His words, filthy and praising, fueled her own descent. Her nails scored his shoulders through his shirt. She was babbling, half-formed pleas and his name, “Liam… oh god… Liam…”

His pace increased, the powerful drive of his hips becoming more urgent. The table rocked slightly with their force. He leaned over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other tangling in her dark hair, tilting her face up to claim her mouth in a searing, possessive kiss. She could taste herself on his lips.

The final coil snapped. Her inner muscles clamped around him in a series of frantic, milking pulses. This climax was a deeper, more full-body convulsion, a surrender so complete it blurred her vision. A raw, sobbing cry was muffled against his mouth.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the root and held, a shattered groan erupting from his chest. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release deep inside her, jet after jet, painting her inner walls with his heat. He trembled with the force of it, his body rigid above hers before collapsing forward, catching his weight on his arms, his forehead resting against her shoulder.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the hum of the refrigerator. The reality of the cold marble, the kitchen, the world, began to seep back in.

Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body, a trail of warmth following. He straightened, his expression unreadable in the aftermath. Wordlessly, he handed her her discarded shorts and panties. She slid off the table, her legs trembling violently, and dressed with clumsy, frantic hands. He pulled up his sweatpants, the evidence of their act already cooling on his skin and hers.

No words. He simply watched her, his gaze heavy. She couldn’t meet it. The guilt was a tsunami, waiting to crash.

She turned and fled, the silk robe forgotten on the floor. The run back to her room was a blur of shadowed hallways. She shut the door behind her and leaned against it, her body still humming, the scent of him and sex clinging to her skin. Her mind was a racing, chaotic storm—the memory of his mouth, the feel of him inside her, the raw pleasure so profound it felt like a new truth.

And beneath it, cold and certain, the crushing weight of betrayal. She had crossed a line from which there was no return. And the most terrifying part, the part that made her slide down the door to sit on the floor, was that even now, awash in guilt, she wanted him again.

4 - AN IRONCLAD PRENUP

The morning light in the mansion felt different. It wasn’t the soft, forgiving glow of their old apartment. It was a sharp, accusatory blade cutting through the pristine spaces, illuminating every speck of dust on the polished surfaces, every memory from the night before. Sabrina moved through it like a sleepwalker, her body still humming with a phantom ache, a deep, secret soreness that was both a brand and a trophy.

Casey was a hurricane of tissue paper and shopping bags by ten a.m. “He gave me a card with no limit,” she breathed, her eyes shining with a glee that was almost religious. “The black one. You know, the one they only give to, like, kings and stuff.” She was already dressed in a sleek, new tracksuit, her blonde hair pulled into a perky ponytail. “I’m hitting Rodeo Drive. Every single store. Don’t wait up!”

She blew a kiss toward Sabrina, who stood frozen in the grand foyer, and then she was gone in a whirl of expensive perfume and the click of designer heels on marble. The heavy front door sighed shut, leaving a silence so profound Sabrina could hear the frantic thrum of her own heart.

The silence lasted precisely seven minutes.

The intercom on the wall, a discreet silver panel, chimed softly. Liam’s voice emerged, calm and clear, devoid of the nighttime grit that had whispered against her skin. “Sabrina. Could you come to my office, please? We need to talk.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a summons. Her mouth went dry. This is it. The reckoning. She smoothed her hands over her simple cotton sundress, a last bastion of her old life, and walked the long corridor to the west wing.

His office was an extension of the library—dark wood, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the canyon, a massive desk that looked like a fallen monolith. He stood behind it, not sitting. He wore a crisp, white dress shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows, no tie. He looked every inch the billionaire in control. The man from the kitchen, sweating and desperate, was gone.

“Close the door,” he said.

She did, the soft click sounding final.

“Sit.” He gestured to one of the leather chairs facing the desk. She perched on the edge, her spine rigid.

He didn’t sit either. He paced slowly to the window, his back to her for a moment, gathering his thoughts. The view was staggering, but she saw only the tense set of his broad shoulders.

“Last night,” he began, his voice low and measured, “was a mistake.”

The words were a physical blow. She felt the air leave her lungs.

He turned to face her, his expression etched with a grim sincerity. “It was wrong. On every possible level.” He came around the desk, leaning against its front edge, putting himself closer to her. He didn’t touch her. The space between them felt charged, but with a different energy now—one of cold, hard reality. “I took advantage of a situation. Of your confusion, your displacement here. Of a… a mutual loneliness that is no excuse. I am the adult. I am your mother’s husband. I crossed a line I never should have approached, let alone crossed. I apologize, Sabrina. Truly. I worry that I… that I took something from you.”

His apology was eloquent, perfect. It was the apology of a man who understood power dynamics and liability. It scraped against the raw, glorious memory of his mouth between her legs, the full, stretching weight of him inside her. It felt like a lie, even if it wasn’t.

“You didn’t take anything,” she heard herself say. Her voice was quiet but surprisingly steady. “I wanted it. I was… a willing participant.” The admission burned her tongue.

A flicker of something—pain? regret?—passed behind his dark eyes. “That doesn’t make it right. My regret is… profound.” He straightened, shoving his hands into his pockets, a gesture that made him look younger, more vulnerable. “I regret more than just last night.”

He looked directly at her, his gaze unwavering. “I regret marrying your mother.”

Sabrina’s heart, which had been sinking, gave a hard, painful thump.

“It was an error in judgment,” he continued, the words clinical. “A moment of… what? Weakness? Fascination with a bright, uncomplicated flame? I saw a beautiful woman who wanted a simple, lavish life. I thought I could provide that and find some peace from the complexity of my own world. I was wrong. There is no connection. There is only transaction. She has what she wants. I am left with a contract.”

“The prenuptial agreement,” Sabrina whispered, the pieces clicking into a cold, financial mosaic.

He gave a single, sharp nod. “Ironclad, as she no doubt told you. If I initiate a divorce, she is entitled to half of my liquid assets, a significant portion of holdings. It’s not about the money, not entirely. It’s about the principle. I made a commitment. I gave my word. A man keeps his word, Sabrina. Even when it becomes a cage.” His jaw tightened. “I have to be the man who keeps his word. I have to live with my mistake.”

He’s staying. For his pride. For a signature on a piece of paper. The realization was a different kind of violation. He wasn’t choosing Casey. He was choosing his own misplaced honor and avoiding a financial hit. And she, Sabrina, was the illicit, regrettable diversion from his gilded prison.

The hurt was a clean, sharp cut, deeper than any guilt. She had been a mistake. A moment of weakness in his cage. The profound connection she’d felt in the library, the raw hunger in the kitchen—it was being reduced to a regrettable lapse.

“I understand,” she said, the words automatic. They felt like ash in her mouth.

He studied her face, his eyes searching for something—anger, tears, relief. She gave him nothing. She rebuilt the walls he’d demolished brick by brick, her face a placid mask.

“This can’t happen again,” he said, his voice firm, final. “For everyone’s sake. We will maintain… distance. Civility. This house is large enough for that.”

“Of course,” she said, standing. Her legs held. “Is that all?”

He seemed taken aback by her composure. He nodded, once. “Yes.”

She turned and walked out of the office without another word. Her footsteps were silent on the plush runner. She didn’t run. She walked with a measured, deliberate pace back to her wing, to her room. She closed the door.

Then, and only then, did the dam break.

It wasn’t a noisy cry. It was a silent, shuddering collapse. She slid down the back of the door to the floor, drawing her knees to her chest, and buried her face in her arms. The sobs were ripped from a place deeper than her chest, a well of shame, hurt, and a bewildering sense of loss. She cried for the betrayal of her mother, which now felt hollow and cheap. She cried for the man who saw her depth but valued his word more. She cried for the naive girl who’d mistaken predatory hunger for a meeting of souls. Most of all, she cried for the searing, perfect pleasure she’d experienced, now poisoned, labeled a mistake.

The tears eventually subsided, leaving her hollowed out and raw. She spent the afternoon in a numb haze, staring at the city through her window, the vibrant life below a stark contrast to the sterile stillness of her gilded room.

The cacophony of Casey’s return was a violent intrusion. The foyer echoed with her laughter and the rustle of a dozen more bags. “Sabby! You will not believe the day I had! This dress! It’s Alexander McQueen! Feel this fabric!”

Casey burst into Sabrina’s room without knocking, holding up a garment of intricate black lace and silk. Her face was flushed with triumph and expensive champagne. She didn’t look at Sabrina’s puffy eyes, her subdued posture on the window seat. She saw only a captive audience.

“And then we had lunch at this place where the water costs forty dollars! Can you imagine?” She spun, the dress flaring. “I’m going to wear this tonight. Liam’s taking me to the opening of that new fusion place.” She finally paused, glancing at Sabrina. “You okay, honey? You look tired.”

Sabrina looked at her mother—vibrant, shallow, blissfully unaware that her husband regretted her existence and had just shattered her daughter against the cold marble of his kitchen island. The concern in Casey’s voice was genuine, but it skimmed the surface, like everything else in her life.

“Just a headache,” Sabrina murmured, turning back to the window.

“Oh, poor thing! Well, rest up. Maybe tomorrow we can go out, just us girls! My treat!” Casey winked, as if it were her own money. She floated out, already planning her evening, leaving a trail of emptiness in her wake.

Sabrina listened to her mother’s happy footsteps fade. The mansion settled back into its watchful silence. The distance Liam had promised now yawned like a chasm. And the memory of his touch, now forbidden and tainted, burned hotter than ever in the dark.

5 - PASSION IN THE POOL

The week that followed was a study in cold, precise avoidance. Sabrina became a ghost in the mansion’s vast machinery, her movements calculated to never intersect with Liam’s. The closeness forged in the library and violently consummated in the kitchen was severed, leaving a raw, aching stump. His apology, his regret, his cage of a marriage—they hung in the air like a toxic mist. She swam in it every day.

The pool became her sanctuary. A fifty-meter rectangle of cerulean set into a private terrace overlooking the canyon, it was the one place where the sheer physical exertion could numb the turmoil in her head. She swam laps with a punishing, rhythmic intensity, the water whooshing past her ears, drowning out everything.

She was on her twentieth lap, her body a tired, burning line cutting through the cool water, when she sensed the shift. Not a sound, but a presence. A shadow falling across the shimmering mosaic at the bottom. She reached the edge, broke the surface with a gasp, and pushed her wet hair from her face.

He was standing at the shallow end, already in the water. Black swim trunks hugged his hips, water beading on the sculpted planes of his chest and abdomen. The sun glinted off his olive skin, highlighting the dusting of dark hair. He was watching her, his expression unreadable behind aviator sunglasses.

Her heart, already hammering from the swim, gave a frantic, painful lurch. Ignore him. Just go. She pushed off the wall, aiming for the opposite side, intending to climb out and flee.

“Sabrina.”

His voice, calm and low, carried across the water. It was a command, but a soft one. She didn’t stop. She reached the ladder and hauled herself up, water streaming from her simple black bikini. She grabbed her towel, wrapping it around her shoulders like armor.

She heard the quiet splash of him moving through the water, the smooth, powerful strokes of a strong swimmer. By the time she was drying her legs, he was at the ladder behind her.

“We need to talk,” he said, his voice closer now.

“We talked,” she said without turning, her voice flat. “It was a mistake. We maintain distance. Message received.” She started walking toward the pool house, a chic, glass-walled structure with wicker furniture and a daybed.

His hand closed around her bare upper arm. The contact was electric, a jolt that went straight to her core. His grip wasn’t harsh, but it was unyielding. “Please.”

That single word, so unlike him, made her stop. She turned, pulling her arm free. “What, Liam? What more is there to say? You spelled it out perfectly. I’m the regrettable lapse. The complication in your contractual obligation.” The bitterness she’d swallowed all week poured out, sharp and cold.

He took off his sunglasses, hooking them on the neck of his trunks. His dark eyes were not cool or controlled. They were haunted, stormy with a frustration that mirrored her own. “I can’t get you off my mind.”

The admission hung between them, more shocking than his first kiss.

“What?”

“Not for a second.” The words were raw, stripped of eloquence. “The taste of you. The sound you made when you came. The way your body took mine. It plays on a loop. I sit in meetings and I see you on that kitchen island. I try to read and I remember the feel of your hair in my hands. The distance… it’s torture.”

Sabrina stared at him, the towel slipping from her shoulders. The sun felt suddenly too hot on her skin. “You said it was wrong.”

“It is wrong. Morally, ethically. But my body, my fucking mind, doesn’t care about any of that.” He took a step closer, the water from his body dripping onto the sun-warmed stone. “I’ve tried. For seven days, I’ve tried to be the man who keeps his word. All I’ve done is think of breaking it again. With you.”

The raw need in his voice was a key turning in a lock deep inside her. All her resolve, her hurt, her principled anger, began to melt under the sheer heat of his confession. He wasn’t rejecting her. He was consumed by her. The difference was everything.

“I don’t want to be hurt again,” she whispered, the vulnerability slipping out before she could cage it.

“I know.” He reached out, his fingertips—not brushing, not grazing, but settling—on her cheek. A simple, devastating touch. “I can’t promise I won’t. My life is a complicated web. But I can promise this: wanting you isn’t a mistake. It’s the most real thing I’ve felt in years.”

He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to turn away. She didn’t. She leaned into the touch, her eyes fluttering shut. His lips met hers.

It wasn’t the hungry, claiming kiss of the kitchen. This was softer, a question. A reunion. His mouth was cool from the water, then warm, then demanding as she opened to him. Her arms went around his neck, her fingers spearing into his damp hair. The taste of chlorine and something uniquely Liam flooded her senses. A low, broken sound vibrated from his chest into hers. The towel fell, forgotten.

They sank into the kiss, standing there in the blinding sun, water evaporating from their skin. His hands slid down her back, over the knot of her bikini top, down to the curve of her waist, her hips. He pulled her flush against him, and she could feel the hard, insistent ridge of his erection through the thin fabric of his trunks, pressed against her lower belly. The contact sent a bolt of pure, liquid need straight to her sex.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. His eyes were dark with a feral intensity. “I need to touch you. Right now.”

She nodded, a frantic little movement, all coherent thought drowned in a rising tide of sensation.

His right hand slid from her hip, around to the front, his fingers dipping beneath the elastic waistband of her bikini bottoms. The cool air of the terrace was replaced by the heat of his palm as he cupped her mound through the damp fabric. She gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder.

His fingers pushed past the barrier, sliding through the slick folds he found there. “So wet already,” he murmured against her throat, his voice thick with approval. “For me.”

She cried out, her knees buckling. He held her up, his arm like an iron band around her waist. His touch was deliberate, searching. He found her clit, already swollen and aching, and circled it with a slow, torturous precision that made her vision spot.

“Liam… someone could see…”

“The walls are ten feet high. The staff is off today. Casey is at the hair salon. There’s no one.” His words were a hot promise against her ear. “Just us. And the sun. And this.”

He pushed a finger inside her, then a second, his hand working beneath the water of her bikini bottoms, beneath the surface of her own desperate need. The stretch was exquisite, a delicious fullness that made her clench around him. He curled his fingers, stroking that deep, secret spot that made her see stars. His thumb kept up its relentless circles on her clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, a direct line to a pleasure so acute it bordered on pain.

She was panting, her hips moving of their own volition, rocking against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction, more him. The world narrowed to the point where his fingers plunged and rubbed, to the scent of sunblock and his skin, to the sound of her own whimpers and his ragged breaths.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice guttural. “Let me feel you cum. All over my hand. Do it.”

The command, the sheer carnality of it, shattered her last restraint. The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a violent, twisting wave that clenched every muscle in her body. She convulsed against him, a silent scream trapped in her throat as pleasure detonated in bright, white flashes behind her eyelids. Her inner muscles pulsed and fluttered around his fingers in a rhythmic, desperate grip.

He held her through it, his fingers still inside her, drawing out every last shudder. When she finally went limp, boneless against him, he slowly withdrew his hand. He brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, his eyes locked on hers, and sucked them clean. The act was so blatantly possessive, so sexual, it sparked a fresh coil of desire low in her spent body.

“Inside,” he said, his voice rough. “Now.”

He took her hand and led her, stumbling slightly on her weak legs, into the pool house. The air inside was cool, fragrant with potting soil and clean linen. Sunlight streamed through the glass walls, dappling the wicker furniture and the plush daybed in the corner.

He turned to her, his hands going to the ties of her bikini top. With a single, sharp tug, it came undone, the fabric falling away. Her breasts spilled into his waiting hands. He weighed them, his thumbs stroking over her taut nipples, already pebbled from the cold air and relentless arousal. He bent his head, taking one into his mouth, sucking deep and hard while his other hand continued to tease its twin.

He released her breast with a wet pop. Sabrina’s hands fumbled for the waistband of his trunks. She pushed them down over his hips, and his cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the head a dark, angry red. She wrapped her hand around him, the heat and solidity of him a thrill.

“Show me,” he breathed, covering her hand with his again, guiding her stroke.

But this time, she didn’t need instruction. She moved her hand with a confident rhythm, up and down the impressive length, her thumb sweeping over the slick head on each upstroke. His eyes closed, a low groan tearing from his throat. His hips began to piston slightly, fucking her fist.

“Good. So good,” he gritted out.

Emboldened, driven by a need to taste, she sank to her knees on the cool tile floor. The position put her eye-level with his straining erection. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. She looked up at him, his face a mask of stunned anticipation, and then she leaned forward.

Her tongue touched him first, a flat, slow lick from the base of his shaft all the way to the tip, where she swirled it around the broad head, collecting the salty bead of pre-cum. He shuddered violently, his hands coming to cradle her head, not forcing, but holding.

She opened her mouth and took him in.

The feeling was incredible—the smooth, hot silk of his skin over the unyielding steel beneath, the faint taste of salt and skin, the way he pulsed against her tongue. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take. She found a rhythm, a slow, deep sucking combined with the twist of her wrist, her other hand cupping and gently rolling his heavy sac.

“Fuck, Sabrina…” His voice was a shattered whisper. His fingers tightened in her hair. “Just like that… oh god, your mouth…”

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his stomach muscles clenched, the subtle jerk of his hips. She increased her pace, hollowing her cheeks, sucking hard, wanting to pull that release from him, to have that power. He was muttering, a stream of filthy, praising nonsense that only fueled her.

Just as she felt him teetering on the edge, he gently pulled her head back. His cock slid from her mouth with a soft, wet sound. “Not like this,” he panted. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He pulled her to her feet, his hands going to her bikini bottoms. He peeled them down her legs, leaving her utterly naked before him in the sun-dappled room. His gaze raked over her, hungry and reverent. “On the couch.”

He guided her to a wide, cushioned wicker couch. He sat down, his back against the cushions, his cock standing proudly from his body. He reached for her, his hands on her hips. “Come here. Ride me.”

Sabrina climbed onto the couch, her knees on either side of his hips. She hovered over him, the head of his cock nudging against her wet, swollen entrance. He held himself steady, his eyes burning up into hers.

“Look at me,” he commanded, echoing the kitchen, but this was different. This was shared, a mutual fall.

She lowered herself slowly, an inch at a time, her breath catching at the exquisite, burning stretch as she sheathed him. She took him all, until she was seated fully in his lap, his pelvis pressed against her, him buried to the hilt inside her. A full, perfect feeling of completion stole her breath. He filled her so completely, stretching her in a way that bordered on pain but was utterly, overwhelmingly right.

For a moment, neither moved. They just stared into each other’s eyes, breathing the same air, connected in the most primal way possible. The sunlight played across his face, highlighting the stark need and the fragile, shared secret there.

Then she began to move.

She rose up on her knees, almost letting him slip out before sinking back down, taking him deep. A slow, grinding rhythm. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, but he let her set the pace. She was in control, riding him, chasing the feeling that had been haunting her for a week. Each downward stroke dragged his thick length along her most sensitive inner walls, each upward stroke created a vacuum of need only he could fill.

He watched her, mesmerized, his lips parted. “You’re so beautiful like this. Taking me so deep. Riding me like you were made for it.”

His words spurred her on. Her pace increased, her thighs burning with the effort, the slapping sound of their joining filling the quiet pool house. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his shoulders, changing the angle. The new position made him hit a spot that made her cry out, a spot that sent electric shocks radiating through her entire pelvis.

“There…” she gasped. “Right there…”

He took the cue, meeting her thrusts now, driving up into her as she came down, their bodies finding a synchronized, pounding rhythm. The wicker frame of the couch creaked in protest. The pleasure built, a tight, screaming coil in her core, wound tighter with every deep, penetrating stroke.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice a ragged sob.

“Look at me,” he demanded again, his own control fraying, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more powerful. “I want to see it in your eyes.”

She forced her eyes open, locking with his. His face was strained, beautiful in its desperation. She felt the climax gathering, a tsunami building from her toes, up her legs, centering where they were joined.

It broke with a force that blurred her vision. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat as her body clamped around him in violent, rhythmic pulses. The pleasure was endless, wave after wave of blinding, mindless ecstasy that melted her bones.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal upward thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go and held, his own shout mingling with hers. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release jetting deep inside her, pulse after pulse, painting her inner walls with his heat. He trembled violently beneath her, his arms wrapping around her back, crushing her to his chest as he emptied himself.

For long minutes, they stayed like that, joined, sweating, panting, the aftershocks of pleasure still vibrating through them. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body. She collapsed against him, her head on his shoulder, their hearts hammering a frantic, slowing duet against each other’s chests.

His hand stroked her damp back, a slow, soothing rhythm. The silence was comfortable now, saturated with spent passion and a new, fragile understanding.

Into that quiet, Sabrina spoke, the words she’d carried for weeks finally finding voice. “She only married you for your money, Liam.”

She felt his chest rise and fall in a deep sigh. His hand stilled on her back for a moment, then resumed its stroking. “I know,” he said, his voice quiet, resigned. “I realize that now. I think… I think I let myself be blinded by the lust, by the novelty of her. By the idea of something simple.” He tilted his head, his lips brushing her temple. “A costly error in judgment.”

Sabrina lifted her head to look at him. “So what now? You live in your cage forever?”

His dark eyes searched hers, full of a conflict more intense than any boardroom battle. “I want to divorce her. I want to be with you. Properly. Openly.” The words were a balm and a new source of terror. “But the prenup… if I initiate the divorce, she gets half. A staggering amount. It’s not just wealth, it’s control of companies, foundations… it would be a war. A bloody, public, financial war.”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “I need time to think. To find a way. A path that doesn’t destroy everything I’ve built or make you a secret forever. Can you give me that? Some time?”

She looked into his eyes, seeing the genuine struggle, the desire to have her warring with the practical, ruthless businessman. She had just given him her body, had seen him utterly vulnerable in pleasure. This was different. This was a piece of her heart, offered with a risk.

She leaned in and kissed him softly. “Yes,” she whispered against his lips. “I’ll give you time.”

6 - CASEY’S BIG SECRET

The crystal silence of the mansion began to curdle. It wasn't just Liam’s imposed distance or the memory of his touch. It was Casey. Sabrina watched her mother with a new, cold clarity, and what she saw made bile rise in her throat.

Casey floated through the grand rooms on a cloud of Liam’s money, but her orbit was shifting. She was gone more often, her departures cloaked in vague excuses about “spa days” or “meeting the girls.” She’d return hours later, her makeup slightly smudged, her blonde bob mussed in a way that spoke of hurried fingers, not salon styling. She carried no new shopping bags on these returns, just a secretive, flushed glow that had nothing to do with luxury facials. Sabrina watched, and the seed of resentment planted in childhood—the missed school plays, the empty fridge, the parade of Blake-like men—sprouted into a virulent, full-grown hatred.

Her mother was a leech. A beautiful, sparkling, utterly irresponsible leech. She had never been a protector, a guide. She’d been a chaotic force Sabrina had to navigate, a burden disguised as a best friend. And now she was leaching off a man who, for all his complicated morality, had shown Sabrina a depth of passion her mother could never comprehend. The disgust was a physical taste, metallic and sour, on Sabrina’s tongue.

One afternoon, a week into her silent observation, Casey burst into Sabrina’s bedroom without knocking. Her eyes were wide, not with excitement over a new purchase, but with a girlish, conspiratorial thrill.

“Close the door,” Casey whispered, doing it herself before Sabrina could respond. She leaned against it, a smile playing on her glossy lips. “I have a secret. A big one. You cannot tell Liam. Swear.”

Sabrina, sitting at her vanity, set down her hairbrush slowly. A cold anticipation tightened her stomach. “I swear.”

Casey practically bounced on the balls of her feet. “You remember Blake?”

The name was a punch to the gut. Blake. The ex-boyfriend with fists like concrete and a smile that promised pain. The man who’d left bruises on Casey’s arms and a permanent flinch in Sabrina’s memory. “Of course I remember.”

“We’ve been… reconnecting.” Casey’s voice dropped to a thrilled whisper. “He’s changed, Sabby. He’s got a steady job now. He’s… intense. In a good way.”

Sabrina stared, her mind reeling. “You’re seeing him? Mom, he hit you.”

Casey waved a dismissive hand, the diamonds on her wedding band catching the light. “Ancient history. Water under the bridge. The chemistry… my god, it’s always been atomic.” She fanned herself, a ridiculous gesture. “We’ve been hooking up. For like, two weeks now.”

The pieces slammed together. The unexplained absences. The mussed hair. The glow. Sabrina felt a surge of something dark and hopeful. “Are you… are you going to leave Liam? To be with him?” The question was a prayer. Say yes. Take your violent ex and get out. Set him free.

Casey’s laughter was a bright, brittle sound that echoed in the spacious room. “Leave Liam? Are you crazy?” She shook her head, as if Sabrina had suggested burning money for warmth. “I need Liam’s money, honey. This lifestyle? It’s everything. Blake and I… we have passion. A real connection. But he’s broke. I’m not going back to some ratty apartment. I’m Mrs. Liam Wolfe.” She said the title like a crown. “I’m just not going to be… bored. While I enjoy the perks.”

The admission was so brazen, so shamelessly transactional, it stole the air from Sabrina’s lungs. Casey wasn’t just using Liam; she was spitting on the gilded plate he fed her from. She was risking everything—the security she claimed to crave—for cheap, dangerous thrills with a man she knew was poison. The hatred crystallized, sharp and clear as cut glass.

“Does Blake know you’re married?” Sabrina’s voice was icy.

Casey’s smile faltered for a fraction of a second. “He knows the score. Don’t look at me like that. You’ll understand when you’re older. Sometimes a woman needs… different things from different men.” She pushed off the door, her secret shared, her conscience clear. “Remember, mum’s the word! I’m going out with ‘the girls’ tonight.” She winked, a grotesque parody of conspiracy, and slipped out, leaving the scent of her perfume and the rot of her betrayal.

Sabrina sat frozen long after the door clicked shut. The disgust wasn’t just for Casey now; it was for herself. For the years of making excuses, of parenting her parent, of believing their bond was special. It was a lie. Casey was a hollow, beautiful shell, and Sabrina had wasted her youth filling it with her own substance.

That evening, the lie played out. Casey descended the staircase in a skin-tight crimson dress, her hair impeccable, her smile dazzling. “Date night with the girls!” she trilled to the empty foyer, unaware Sabrina watched from the shadowed upper hall. “Don’t wait up, sweetie!”

The heavy front door closed. Silence, thick and waiting, descended.

Sabrina didn’t hesitate. She knew where he would be. The library. Her feet were silent on the runner as she moved through the mansion, a current of furious purpose guiding her. The double doors were slightly ajar, golden light spilling into the corridor.

Liam stood by the unlit fireplace, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid in his hand, staring at nothing. He wore dark trousers and a white shirt, sleeves rolled up, the picture of pensive wealth. He looked up as she entered, his dark eyes registering her presence, then her expression. He said nothing.

“She’s cheating on you.”

The words fell into the quiet room like stones. Sabrina didn’t soften them, didn’t preface them. She let them hang, raw and ugly.

Liam’s face remained still for a heartbeat. Then, a transformation. Not anger. Not hurt. A slow, dawning, vindicated joy. It broke across his features like sunrise, a brilliant, ruthless smile curving his mouth. He set his glass down on the mantel with a precise click.

“Tell me,” he said, his voice low and vibrating with intensity.

“Blake. Her ex. The abusive one. She’s been seeing him for weeks. She was just in my room, bragging about it. She said she’d never leave you because she needs your money.” The torrent spilled out, each word laced with her contempt.

Liam crossed the space between them in three long strides. He didn’t reach for her face. His hands gripped her shoulders, his gaze burning into hers. “You are certain?”

“I heard it from her. Directly. She’s with him right now.”

The joy in his eyes ignited into something feral, triumphant. “The clause,” he breathed, almost to himself. “The infidelity clause. If she is proven to have been unfaithful, she forfeits everything. The prenup is nullified. She gets nothing.” His fingers tightened on her shoulders. “Do you understand what this means, Sabrina? The cage door is open. All we need is the key.”

“Proof,” she whispered, her understanding dawning.

“Proof,” he echoed, his voice dropping to a husk. “A recording. Her voice, admitting it.” His gaze roamed her face, the triumph softening into something warmer, more possessive. “You incredible girl. You brilliant, beautiful girl.”

He kissed her.

It was not a question this time. It was a claiming of an entirely different sort—a seal on a pact, a celebration of liberation. His mouth was hungry, insistent, tasting of whiskey and victory. Sabrina met it with equal fervor, her own hatred for Casey transmuting into a desperate need for him, for the man her mother was too stupid to appreciate. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer.

The kiss deepened, turned carnal. His tongue plunged into her mouth, and she sucked on it, a low moan vibrating in her own throat. His hands left her shoulders, sliding down her back, pressing her against the hard lines of his body. She could feel his erection, already solid and demanding, even through their clothes.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I need to feel you. I need to be inside you. Now.” The words were a growl, stripped of all pretense, all regret.

He didn’t wait for an answer. His fingers went to the buttons of her simple blouse. He didn’t fumble. He popped them open, one after another, a swift, efficient unveiling. The fabric fell open, revealing her plain lace bra. He unhooked it in the back with a single, practiced twist, and it joined the blouse, pooling at her feet. The cool library air pebbled her bare skin.

His gaze devoured her. “Perfect,” he muttered, his hands coming up to cup her breasts, his thumbs sweeping over her nipples in rough, circular motions that sent sharp arrows of pleasure straight to her core. She arched into his touch, a gasp escaping her.

He bent his head, his mouth closing over one taut peak. He didn’t suckle gently; he devoured, drawing the stiff bud deep into the heat of his mouth, his tongue lashing it. The sensation was so acute, so claiming, her knees threatened to buckle. His other hand continued its torturous play on her other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple until it ached exquisitely.

While his mouth worked its magic, his free hand moved down, over the flat plane of her stomach, to the waistband of her jeans. He unsnapped them, yanked the zipper down. He pushed both jeans and her panties down her hips in one forceful motion. They slid down her thighs, catching at her knees. “Step out,” he ordered against her breast.

She kicked free of the fabric, standing naked before him in the dim, book-lined room. Vulnerable. Exposed. Aroused beyond coherent thought.

He straightened, his eyes dark pools of hunger. “On the couch. The leather one.”

He guided her backward until her calves hit the low, buttery-soft leather of the Chesterfield. He pushed her down gently, and she lay back, the cool leather a shocking contrast to her heated skin. He stood over her for a moment, just looking, his gaze a physical caress that left trails of fire on her flesh.

Then he knelt on the floor between her spread legs.

He didn’t speak. He simply leaned forward, his hands sliding under her thighs, lifting her, opening her wider to his gaze, to his mouth. His breath ghosted over her damp curls, and she shuddered violently.

His tongue touched her. Not a tentative flick, but a broad, flat, possessive stroke from her entrance all the way up to her clit. The contact was so direct, so wet and hot, she cried out, her hands flying to the leather cushions, gripping for purchase.

He established a rhythm immediately—long, languid licks that coated her in his saliva, followed by focused, relentless circles around her swollen clit. He used his tongue like a weapon of pleasure, probing, teasing, fucking her with it. His hands held her thighs apart with an unyielding pressure, keeping her utterly open to him.

Sabrina was unmoored. The visceral hatred for her mother, the shocking joy on Liam’s face, the illicit thrill of their conspiracy—it all melted under the scalding expertise of his mouth. Pleasure, raw and undiluted, coiled tight in her belly. Her hips began to move of their own accord, lifting, seeking more pressure, more friction against his mouth.

He groaned against her, the vibration shooting through her like lightning. He inserted two fingers into her dripping entrance, curling them, stroking that deep, magical spot in time with the whirl of his tongue on her clit. The dual assault was merciless, perfectly synchronized. The sounds of his licking, her wetness, her choked whimpers, filled the silent library.

“Liam… I’m…” She couldn’t form the warning. The coil was too tight, the pressure too immense.

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue moving faster, his fingers pumping deeper. He was demanding her climax, commanding it with his mouth. Her back arched off the couch, a silent scream tearing through her as the orgasm detonated. It was a sharp, wrenching release, a flood of sensation that clenched her inner walls around his fingers and sent violent tremors through her entire body. Stars burst behind her eyelids. She pulsed around him, wave after wave of mindless pleasure washing her clean of everything but the feeling.

He rode it out with her, his tongue gentling to soft, soothing laps as she convulsed, drawing out every last shudder. When she finally lay spent, a boneless heap on the leather, he slowly withdrew his fingers. He rose up on his knees, his own jeans straining. His mouth and chin glistened with her. He looked at her, his expression one of dark, profound satisfaction.

Without a word, he stood, unbuckled his belt, and pushed his trousers and boxers down. His cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and veined, the head flushed a deep purple. He stroked himself once, twice, his eyes never leaving her splayed, satisfied form on the couch.

“Turn over,” he said, his voice gravelly. “On your knees. Over the armrest.”

Weak-limbed but pulsing with renewed need, Sabrina pushed herself up. She turned, kneeling on the soft cushion, then bent forward, draping her upper body over the thick, rolled arm of the Chesterfield. The position presented her to him, still wet and open from his mouth. She felt exposed, wanton, perfectly positioned.

She heard him step closer, felt the heat of his body behind her. The broad head of his cock nudged at her entrance, slick with her own arousal. He placed one hand on the small of her back, holding her down, and the other guided himself to her.

He pushed in.

The stretch was breathtaking, even in her well-prepared state. He was thick, and entering her from this angle felt deeper, more invasive. He filled her completely with one slow, inexorable thrust until his hips met the curve of her ass. A guttural groan tore from his throat. She cried out, the fullness a sweet, stretching burn.

He didn’t wait. He set a punishing pace from the first stroke. Withdrawing almost completely, then slamming back in, the force of it driving her forward against the leather armrest. The sound of skin slapping against skin, of their joining, was obscenely loud in the quiet library. Each thrust rocked her whole body, each deep penetration scraped his length along that sensitive inner spot that made her see stars.

His hand on her back slid up, fisting in her dark hair, not pulling hard, but holding, establishing dominance, connection. His other hand gripped her hip, his fingers digging in, guiding her movements to match his powerful rhythm.

“God, Sabrina,” he grunted, driving into her, “you’re so tight around my cock.” His thrusts were emphatic, punctuating his words. “You’re mine. All mine.”

The possessiveness in his words, the sheer physical domination, coupled with the secret they now shared, pushed Sabrina toward another dizzying peak. The friction was exquisite, the feeling of being used for this—for pleasure, for conspiracy, for liberation—instead of being used for money, made her feel powerful even in her submission.

“Yes,” she panted, pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts. “I’m yours, Liam.”

His pace became frantic, animalistic. The wicker couch in the pool house had creaked; this heavy leather sofa groaned under their combined weight and force. She felt the telltale tightening in his rhythm, the shallower, harder thrusts. The hand in her hair tightened.

“Come with me,” he demanded, his voice strained to breaking. “Now, Sabrina. Let me feel you.”

As if commanded, the second orgasm ripped through her. It was sharper than the first, a white-hot wire of pleasure pulled taut and then snapping. Her inner muscles clamped around his invading length in rapid, fluttering pulses. She screamed into the leather, her body bowing.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust that buried him to the hilt, he held, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flood her depths. Pulse after pulse, jetting deep inside her, marking her, sealing their pact. A raw, unfiltered shout was torn from his chest as he emptied himself, his body shuddering violently against hers.

For long moments, he remained embedded in her, both of them panting, sweating, draped over the furniture. Slowly, he softened and slipped out. A warm trickle followed. He gently pulled her upright, turning her to face him. He was still breathing hard, his shirt soaked with sweat. He cupped her face, his thumb wiping a tear she hadn’t known she’d shed from her cheek.

“Use your phone to record her,” he said, his voice regaining some of its usual control, though his eyes still blazed. “You need to get her to say it again. The name, the affair, what they did. All of it.”

Sabrina nodded, her mind clearing, the purpose solidifying amidst the sexual haze. “She trusts me. She’ll never see it coming.”

He kissed her again, softer this time. A promise. A partnership. “We’ll be free of her,” he murmured against her lips. “And then we can be together. Properly. Openly.”

7 - A MASTERCLASS IN EVASION

The silk sheets of Sabrina’s enormous bed felt like a trap. She lay rigid, staring at the ornate ceiling medallion, the phantom scent of leather and Liam’s release still haunting her senses. Guilt was a cold, leaden knot in her stomach, twisting tighter with every remembered gasp, every shared, triumphant look. She had betrayed her mother. Not just by fucking her husband, but by actively conspiring to ruin her.

But then, Casey’s voice replayed in her head, bright and brittle: “I need Liam’s money.” The memory of Blake’s sneer, the yellowing bruises on Casey’s arms from years ago, superimposed over the image of her mother in her crimson dress, lying to Liam’s face. The cold knot melted, replaced by a simmering, righteous anger. Casey was a terrible mother. A terrible wife. She deserved this. She deserved to be stripped of the gilded cage she so carelessly soiled. Sabrina clung to that anger, letting it warm her, justify her, until a thin, uneasy sleep finally claimed her.

The morning sun was harsh, clinical. Sabrina dressed in a simple black one-piece swimsuit and a sheer linen cover-up, her phone—the recording app already open—buried in her woven pool bag beneath a towel and sunscreen. Her heart was a frantic bird against her ribs as she padded through the silent mansion to the terrace.

Casey was already there, stretched on a wide, cushioned lounger, a mirrored reflector tilted under her chin. She wore a tiny, metallic gold bikini, her body oiled and gleaming. She looked like a decadent sun goddess, utterly at peace. The sight sparked a fresh wave of resentment in Sabrina’s chest.

“Mind if I join you?” Sabrina’s voice sounded calm, miraculously.

Casey peeked over the top of her oversized sunglasses. “Sabby! Of course. God, isn’t this just heaven? I could get used to this forever.” She sighed, contented, shifting to make room.

Sabrina slid in beside her, feeling the soft heat of her mother’s skin against her arm. She positioned her bag carefully on the foot of the lounger. She lay back, the sun warm on her skin, her mind icy with calculation.

“So,” Sabrina began, aiming for casual. “Big plans last night? With ‘the girls’?” She made air quotes, hoping it sounded like playful teasing.

Casey chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “It was a blast. We ended up at this incredible rooftop bar. The cocktails were to die for.”

“Just the girls?” Sabrina pressed, turning her head to look at her mother. “No… plus-ones?”

A sly smile touched Casey’s glossed lips. “Maybe one little plus-one.” She winked. “You know how it is.”

Sabrina’s pulse jumped. This was it. “Oh yeah? Anyone I know?” She held her breath.

Casey’s smile didn’t falter, but her answer was a masterclass in evasion. “I think you know who it was, baby. C’mon, use your head.”

“Was it… Blake?” Sabrina said the name like dropping a stone into still water, watching for ripples.

Casey’s head turned. She slid her sunglasses down her nose, her blue eyes meeting Sabrina’s. They were clear, amused, and utterly guarded. “Why are you asking me this stuff, honey?”

“I don’t know. I was just wondering…” Sabrina trailed off, forcing a shrug.

Casey laughed, replacing her glasses and looking back at the sky. “Let’s just say… that I had a very fun time last night.” She said it with finality, a rehearsed line that gave away nothing. No admission. No confession. Just vague, meaningless answers.

Sabrina tried a few more angles, each more transparent than the last. “It must be hard, keeping things separate.” “Does Liam ever get suspicious when you’re out so late?” Each question was met with a deflecting, breezy answer that confirmed nothing. “Liam trusts me.” “A woman needs her own life, Sabby.” “Don’t be so serious!”

After twenty minutes, Sabrina’s hope curdled into a thick disappointment. Casey was flighty, but she wasn’t stupid. She knew the stakes. She’d bragged to Sabrina in the privacy of a bedroom, but out here, under the open sky, she clammed up. The phone in the bag had recorded nothing but the sigh of the wind and her mother’s infuriatingly careful non-answers.

“I’m getting too hot,” Sabrina muttered, sitting up abruptly. “Going inside.”

“Okay, sweetie! Love you!” Casey called after her, already drifting back into her sun-soaked reverie.

Back in the cool, dim interior, the disappointment solidified into a dull ache. She’d failed. The first step of their plan, and she’d failed. She trudged up to her room, feeling the weight of Liam’s expectation like a physical burden.

The afternoon dragged. Sabrina heard Casey leave, chirping something about a nail appointment. The mansion felt emptier, heavier. She was trying to read in the library when the intercom chimed, pulling her back to reality.

“Sabrina. Please come to the master suite. Now.” Liam’s voice, sounding hopeful.

Her stomach plummeted. She’d failed. He would be disappointed. She took the stairs slowly, each step a march to judgment. The door to the master suite, a massive slab of dark, carved wood, was ajar. She pushed it open.

The room was colossal, a study in minimalist luxury. A wall of windows overlooked the grounds, the bed a vast, low platform draped in charcoal linens. Liam stood by a sleek dresser, still in his tailored trousers and a fitted charcoal shirt, but he’d discarded the jacket. His posture was tense, the line of his shoulders rigid. He turned as she entered, his dark eyes immediately scanning her face.

“Well?” The single word was strained, anxious.

Sabrina shook her head, the movement small. “Nothing. She wouldn’t say it. She was… careful. Vague. She admitted nothing.”

A muscle in Liam’s jaw ticked. Disappointment flashed across his features, swift and sharp, before being schooled back into neutrality. He ran a hand through his dark hair. “It was a long shot. She’s more cunning than I gave her credit for.” He sighed, the sound weary. “We’ll find another way. Surveillance. A private investigator. There’s always a way.”

He walked toward her, the anxiety seeming to melt away, replaced by a different kind of intensity. “Don’t look so devastated,” he murmured, stopping just before her. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “You tried. That’s what matters.” His gaze softened. “In fact… I got you something. A gift. For being so brave.”

He turned back to the dresser and picked up a small, black velvet box. He held it out to her. Puzzled, Sabrina took it and lifted the lid. Nestled inside was a delicate, exquisitely crafted gold bracelet. It was beautiful, simple, and looked staggeringly expensive.

“It’s… stunning,” she whispered, truly taken aback.

“It’s a token,” he said, his voice dropping. “A promise. Of what’s to come.” He took it from her, his fingers deft as he fastened the cool gold around her wrist. It settled there, a tangible weight, a brand of his intent.

Then, he reached down and retrieved a larger, unmarked black box from the lower shelf of the dresser. He placed it on the bed. “And this,” he said, a new, rougher edge entering his voice, “is for us. For today.”

He lifted the lid.

Sabrina’s breath caught. Nestled inside were several objects. A sleek, pale pink silicone vibrator. A substantial, realistic dildo in a deep, flesh-toned hue. A pair of buttery-soft black leather cuffs, each with a long chain attached to sturdy metal D-ring. A small bottle of clear lubricant. The items lay there, innocuous and obscene, a curated collection of sensation.

“I want to play,” Liam said, his eyes darkening as he watched her reaction. “I want to erase your disappointment. I want to make you feel nothing but what I choose for you to feel.”

A shiver that had nothing to do with cold raced through Sabrina. The guilt, the anxiety, the failure—they were still there, but they were suddenly distant, muffled by the roaring pulse of anticipation now throbbing between her legs. She nodded, a slow, deliberate dip of her chin.

He didn’t smile. He simply began to undress her. His movements were methodical, reverent. He untied her cover-up, let it fall. He peeled the black swimsuit down her body, following its descent with his hands, baring her skin inch by inch until she stood naked before him, the afternoon light gilding her form. The gold bracelet glinted on her wrist.

“On the bed. On your back.”

She obeyed, settling against the cool, expensive sheets. He picked up the leather cuffs. Taking her left wrist, he fastened the cuff snugly, but not tight, around it. The leather was cool and supple. He looped the chain through the intricate wrought-iron scrollwork of the headboard. He repeated the process with her right wrist, stretching her arms gently above her head, leaving her bound, open, and utterly vulnerable.

The vulnerability was a key turning in a lock deep inside her. It wasn’t fear; it was a profound, dizzying surrender. Her breathing shallowed.

Liam stood at the foot of the bed, just looking. His gaze was a physical inventory. He picked up the vibrator, a smooth, curved wand. He clicked a button on its base. A low, almost inaudible hum filled the room. He approached the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs.

He didn’t start at her core. He started at her ankle, trailing the humming head of the vibrator up the sensitive skin of her calf, behind her knee, along the tender flesh of her inner thigh. The sensation was a maddening, electric tease. Tiny, intense vibrations buzzed against her skin, a promise of what was to come. She squirmed, a soft sound escaping her.

“Hold still,” he commanded, his voice a soft rumble.

He continued the torture, tracing the vibrator over her hip bone, the dip of her waist, the underside of her breast. He avoided her nipples, avoided the thatch of dark curls between her legs. He was mapping her with vibration, sensitizing every inch of her. By the time the humming head finally, finally made contact with her lower belly, just above her mound, Sabrina was trembling, her skin aflame with need.

He lowered it then, dragging it slowly through her curls. The direct contact on her swollen, hypersensitive clit was a shock. She cried out, her back arching off the bed, her wrists pulling against the cuffs. The vibrator wasn’t gentle. It was a persistent, focused thrumming, a relentless stimulation that bypassed thought and went straight to her primal nervous system.

He held it there, watching her face contort with pleasure. His other hand came up to cup her breast, his thumb rubbing her nipple in time with the vibrations below. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure, bright and sharp, began to coil deep in her belly, winding tighter with every passing second.

“Please…” she begged, the word torn from her. “More… I need…”

He smiled, a dark, satisfied curve of his lips. He withdrew the vibrator, leaving her clit throbbing and bereft. He picked up the bottle of lubricant, slicked the dildo generously. He positioned himself between her legs again, his free hand spreading her open. The cool, slick tip of the toy nudged at her entrance. She was so wet, so ready, it slid in with obscene ease.

It was a different fullness than his cock—smoother, unyielding. He pushed it deep, until the base rested against her. Then he began to move it, a slow, rhythmic in-and-out that mimicked penetration but was controlled entirely by him. The stretch was delicious, the synthetic ridges inside her rubbing against her inner walls in a perfect, maddening rhythm.

Just as she was adjusting to the feeling, he brought the still-humming vibrator back. He didn’t return it to her clit; instead, he guided it lower, sliding the narrow tip of the vibrator into her ass. The transition was a jolt of pure lightning. The vibrations buzzed, a new, sensitive intrusion, clashing with the weight of the dildo still filling her. The effect was catastrophic.

A broken sob wrenched from Sabrina’s throat. The vibration in her ass combined with the thrusting created a sensation so intense, so all-consuming, it blurred the edges of her vision. Her entire world narrowed to the buzzing, filling, fucking pressure inside her. Her climax began to build not as a coil, but as a rising tsunami, inevitable and vast.

He fucked her with the dildo, steady and deep, the vibrator a constant, throbbing counterpoint. He watched her unravel, his own breathing growing ragged. “That’s it,” he growled. “Let it happen. Cum for me. Show me.”

The command was the final trigger. The tsunami broke. Her orgasm crashed over her with a violence that stole her voice. It was a silent, screaming convulsion. Her body bowed off the bed, rigid, her inner muscles clenching and fluttering around the invading toy in frantic pulses. A hot gush of fluid escaped her, soaking the sheets beneath her, a humiliating, exhilarating release. Wave after wave of electric pleasure racked her, leaving her shuddering and gasping, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Slowly, he withdrew the dildo and set the vibrator aside. He leaned over her, unfastening the cuffs from the headboard, releasing her wrists. He massaged them gently, his touch tender after the intensity. “Beautiful,” he whispered, kissing each inner wrist.

He helped her turn over, guiding her onto her hands and knees. Her limbs were weak, trembling. He took the bottle of lubricant again, coating his fingers liberally. His touch was careful, deliberate as he circled her tight, untouched rear entrance, spreading the cool slickness. One finger pressed gently, working just the tip inside, stretching the resistant muscle with slow, circular motions. The intrusion was strange, shocking, but in her profoundly sensitized, submissive state, it felt like a natural progression. A deeper surrender.

He prepared her with infinite patience, adding a second finger, stretching her slowly, until she was panting and pushing back against his hand. He withdrew his fingers.

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper. He positioned himself behind her, the broad, blunt head of his cock, slick with lube and her own arousal, pressing where his fingers had been. He placed a steadying hand on her lower back.

“Breathe out,” he instructed, his voice thick.

She exhaled, and as she did, he pushed forward.

The initial penetration was a sharp, burning stretch, a feeling of being split open. She whimpered into the sheets, her fingers clutching the linen. He paused, buried just an inch inside that impossibly tight, hot channel.

“Breathe,” he urged again, his own body taut with control.

She took a ragged breath, and her body slowly, incrementally, relaxed around the invasion. He began to move, a shallow, gentle rocking that eased the burn, transforming it into a deep, full, incredible pressure. He moved with exquisite care, each small thrust going deeper, until he was fully seated inside her, his hips flush against her ass.

The feeling was unlike anything she’d ever known. It was a consuming fullness, a taboo intimacy that made her feel utterly possessed. He began to move in earnest then, a slow, deep, rhythmic fucking that stole the air from her lungs. The angle was different, the friction intense and direct. Each stroke seemed to vibrate through her entire body, lighting up nerves she didn’t know she had.

He placed a hand on her shoulder, holding her steady, his other hand sliding around her hip to find her clit, which was still swollen and hypersensitive. His fingers rubbed tight, precise circles there, in perfect time with his thrusts into her ass.

The dual stimulation, the profound sense of being taken in this most forbidden way, shattered her again. A second, different orgasm tore through her, sharper, deeper. Her internal muscles clamped down hard on his invading length, a fierce, rhythmic squeezing that pulled a guttural roar from his throat.

Her climax triggered his own. His thrusts lost their measured control, becoming short, hard, frantic jerks. He buried himself to the hilt and held, his body locking as his own release surged. She felt the hot, pulsing jets deep inside her, marking her in this most intimate of ways. He shuddered violently against her, his forehead dropping between her shoulder blades as he emptied himself with a series of raw, unfiltered groans.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, both panting, dripping with sweat. Slowly, he softened and slipped out. He helped her, boneless and spent, to her feet. Her legs barely held her. He guided her, an arm around her waist, into the cavernous, marble-tiled master bathroom. He turned on the rainforest showerhead, steam quickly filling the space.

He led her under the hot spray. The water sluiced over them, washing away the sweat, the lube, the physical evidence of their encounter. He took a soft, expensive washcloth and soap, and with a tenderness that contrasted starkly with their previous ferocity, he washed her body. His hands moved over her shoulders, her back, her breasts, between her legs, behind her, cleansing her with a gentle thoroughness that felt like an absolution. She stood passive, letting him care for her, the warmth of the water and his touch seeping into her bones.

They stepped out, and he wrapped her in a vast, fluffy towel, drying her with the same care before drying himself. He dressed her in a soft, clean robe from a heated rack, then pulled on a fresh pair of trousers and a t-shirt.

He stood before her, cupping her face in his hands. His dark eyes were serious, intense, clear of the earlier anxiety. “I love you, Sabrina,” he said, the words simple, direct, and devastating. “What I feel for you… it’s consuming me. I can’t wait for the day when I don’t have to hide it. When I can be with you, openly. Truly.”

Sabrina looked up at him, her body humming with satisfaction, her heart aching with a fragile, terrifying hope. The gold bracelet felt heavy on her wrist. “I hope it’s soon,” she whispered, the words a prayer against his skin.

8 - THE WEAK POINT

The next several days slipped past in a blur of silent strategy and oppressive normalcy. Sabrina moved through the mansion like a ghost, her new gold bracelet a constant, cold reminder of her allegiance. She tried, twice more, to corner Casey into an admission. Once over a late breakfast of exotic fruits and delicate pastries, another time as Casey sorted through a mountain of shopping bags, her fingers trailing over silks and cashmeres. Each attempt was met with the same infuriating, breezy deflection.

Casey was a whirlwind. She was never home. She left in the morning, her hair perfect, her outfit a new, eye-catching costume, returning late into the night smelling of expensive perfume, cigarette smoke from bars, and something else—something musky and familiar that made Sabrina’s stomach turn. Blake’s scent. The sheer brazenness of it was staggering. She was spending Liam’s money by day and fucking her abusive ex by night, all while maintaining the serene, wifely facade.

Sabrina felt the failure like a physical sickness. The guilt had morphed, hardened into a resentful fury directed entirely at her mother. Every giggle, every careless compliment about the mansion, every absent-minded kiss she blew Liam’s cheek on her way out the door, was a fresh insult.

It was in this simmering state that Liam found her late one evening in the kitchen. She was mechanically loading the pristine, industrial-grade dishwasher, the clatter of porcelain the only sound in the cavernous room. He entered silently, a shadow in his dark trousers and a simple gray henley. He watched her for a moment before speaking.

“No luck, I take it.” His voice was low, factual.

Sabrina slammed a salad plate into its slot harder than necessary. “She’s a vault. A happy, shiny, completely selfish vault. She’s too busy enjoying herself to have a real conversation. It’s all surface. All performance.”

Liam leaned against the massive marble island, crossing his arms. The subdued light from the pendant lamps above carved sharp planes into his face. “Then we stop trying to pick the lock on the vault,” he said, his tone shifting, becoming analytical, decisive. “We go after the weak point outside of it.”

Sabrina stopped, her hands still in the dishwasher. She looked at him. “What weak point?”

“Blake.” The name hung in the air, ugly and potent. “He’s a drug addict. He’ll do anything for money. Especially betray Casey.”

A cold, calculating clarity washed over Sabrina. It was so obvious. Casey was protected by her own cunning and her new fortune. Blake had nothing. Blake was leverage. “You think he’d turn on her?”

“For the right incentive?” Liam’s lips thinned into something that wasn’t a smile. “I know he would. Men like him are predictable. Their loyalty extends only as far as their next fix.”

He pushed off the island and moved closer, lowering his voice even though the house was empty save for them. “Here’s the plan. Tomorrow, I tell Casey I’m taking you shopping to upgrade your wardrobe. We’ll go to Blake. We’ll make him an offer. A simple transaction.”

“What kind of transaction?” Sabrina whispered, the air in the kitchen feeling charged.

“We pay him to document his time with Casey. Specifically, a video. A clear, unambiguous recording of them having sex. He sends it to me. We give him cash. No questions, no follow-up.”

The bluntness of it was shocking. A video. Not a whispered confession, but a graphic, undeniable record. The final, irrefutable proof. Sabrina’s mind recoiled for a second at the intimacy of it, the violation. But the image of Casey’s guarded smile, her lies, her casual betrayal, surged back, hardening her resolve. “He’d do that?”

“For ten thousand dollars?” Liam’s dark eyes held hers. “He’d sell his own mother. He’ll do it.”

The plan was set. It felt dirty, underhanded, and utterly necessary. Sabrina slept fitfully, her dreams a chaotic mix of Blake’s sneering face and Casey’s high-pitched laugh.

The next morning, Liam executed the first step with flawless ease. Over coffee in the sun-drenched kitchen, he casually mentioned to Casey that he thought Sabrina deserved a proper wardrobe update, something befitting her new life.

Casey’s eyes lit up with genuine, uncomplicated delight. “Oh, Liam, that’s a wonderful idea! I’ve been meaning to say something. Sabby, honey, some of those jeans… they’re just a little tacky, you know? From that discount place.” She said it with a sympathetic wince, as if this were a mother-daughter moment. “You need some elegance!”

Sabrina forced a smile, swallowing the acid taste in her mouth. “Sounds great,” she mumbled.

“We’ll be back by dinner,” Liam said, placing a hand on Casey’s shoulder. She beamed up at him, utterly duped.

The moment they were in the back of Liam’s sleek, silent town car, the atmosphere shifted. The driver, a man who had seen and heard nothing for years, navigated the city streets. Liam gave him an address in a neighborhood where the utility lines hung like frayed nooses and every vacant lot was a graveyard of stripped chassis and broken glass. The opulent downtown storefronts gave way to liquor stores, boarded-up windows, graffiti-tagged walls, and sagging chain-link fences. The air, even through the climate-controlled interior, seemed grayer.

The car stopped in front of a small, dilapidated bungalow with a patchy, weed-choked lawn. Paint peeled from the siding in long, curling strips. A rusted motorcycle frame lay on its side near an overflowing trash can.

“Wait here,” Liam told the driver. He turned to Sabrina. “Stay close. Let me do the talking. But he needs to see you. He needs to know this is real.”

Sabrina nodded, her throat tight. She followed Liam up the cracked concrete walkway. The scent of stale beer and damp rot hit her as they approached the scarred front door. Liam knocked—three firm, authoritative raps.

Several long moments passed. Sabrina heard shuffling inside, a muttered curse. The door swung inward a few inches, held by a security chain. A bloodshot eye peered out, then widened in surprise.

“Sabrina? The fuck?” Blake’s voice was raspy, rough from sleep or substances. The eye darted to Liam, taking in his immaculate, expensive casual wear, his commanding stance. Confusion and wariness warred on the sliver of his visible face. “Who’s this?”

“A friend,” Liam said, his voice calm, utterly out of place in this setting. “We’d like to talk to you, Blake. It’s about Casey. And about an opportunity for you.”

The mention of an ‘opportunity’ did the trick. Greed, that universal language, overrode suspicion. The chain rattled, and the door opened fully.

Blake stood there, bare-chested in a pair of stained sweatpants. He’d aged poorly since Sabrina had last seen him up close years ago. He was still rugged, still athletic in a worn-out way, but his skin had a sallow tone, and his sharp gaze was clouded, unfocused. He looked Sabrina up and down, a habitual, leering appraisal that made her skin crawl. Then his attention fixed on Liam.

“What kind of opportunity?” Blake asked, stepping back to let them in.

The interior was a depressing match for the exterior: dirty clothes piled on a sagging couch, empty fast-food containers and beer cans littering every surface, the air thick with the sour-sweet smell of weed and neglect.

Liam stepped inside without a flicker of discomfort, as if entering a boardroom. Sabrina hovered just inside the door, not wanting to touch anything. “A financial one,” Liam stated, getting straight to the point. “I understand you’ve been… reconnecting with Casey.”

Blake’s eyes narrowed. He crossed his arms over his chest, a defensive, prideful gesture. “So? What’s it to you?”

“I’m her husband,” Liam said, the words dropping like stones.

Blake’s bravado faltered for a second. Surprise, then a slow, understanding smirk spread across his face. “No shit. The rich guy.” He let out a low whistle, looking Liam over with new, calculating interest. “She did good for herself. Real good.”

“She did,” Liam agreed, his tone neutral. “And she’s been sharing her good fortune with you, I see. Her time, certainly.”

The smirk turned into a full, ugly grin. “Yeah. She’s been… real generous with her time.”

Sabrina’s hands clenched into fists at her sides. The casual boast, the utter lack of respect for Casey, was nauseating.

“I’d like to make you a more direct offer,” Liam continued, as if discussing a stock trade. “One that doesn’t rely on Casey’s schedule or discretion. Ten thousand dollars. Cash. Today.”

Blake’s clouded eyes sharpened instantly, gleaming with pure avarice. “For what?”

“For a video,” Liam said, his voice dropping to a confidential murmur. “The next time you and Casey are together. I want a clear, uninterrupted recording of the two of you having sex. You send the file to me. You get the money. It’s simple.”

Blake stared, processing. The request was so bizarre, so specific, that his addict’s brain scrambled for the angle. His gaze flicked between Liam’s impassive face and Sabrina’s tense one. A crude understanding dawned on him. He let out a short, harsh laugh. “Oh, I get it. Kinky fucker, huh? You get off on watching your wife get nailed by a real man?” He puffed out his chest, the insult meant to assert dominance.

Liam didn’t rise to it. He merely shrugged, a minute movement of his shoulders. “Something like that. The offer stands. Ten thousand. For one video.”

The money was too much, too easy. Blake’s suspicion warred with his greed, and greed won in a landslide. He licked his lips. “Cash. Upfront?”

“One thousand now. The rest when I receive the file and verify its… quality.”

Blake nodded rapidly, already mentally spending the windfall. “Yeah. Okay. Yeah, I can do that. She’s coming over tonight.” He jerked his chin toward Sabrina, his leer returning.

“Good.” Liam reached into the inner pocket of his jacket and withdrew a thick envelope of crisp bills. He counted out one thousand dollars and handed it over. The sight of the money in Blake’s grimy hands was profoundly disturbing.

Blake thumbed through the bills, his breathing quickening. “You’ll get your video,” he promised, stuffing the cash into the pocket of his sweatpants. “No problem.”

The transaction was complete. They left him standing in his squalid living room, already plotting how to position his phone for the best camera angle. The door shut behind them, and Sabrina took a deep, shuddering breath of the marginally fresher outside air.

“Will he do it?” she asked as they walked quickly back to the car.

“He already has,” Liam said, his voice cold. “The first thousand is a hook. The promise of the rest of it will keep him reliable. He wants it. He’ll deliver.”

The drive to the mall was a surreal transition. One moment they were in the world of decay and desperation, the next they were gliding through the gleaming, perfumed halls of luxury. Liam was efficient, almost clinical. He guided her into a few high-end boutiques, pointed to racks of clothing, and told the hovering sales associates to put together a selection in her size. He paid without looking at price tags, his mind clearly elsewhere. Sabrina tried on a few things—a soft cashmere sweater, a pair of tailored trousers, a simple black dress—and each time he nodded his approval, it felt hollow, a necessary prop for their alibi.

They returned to the mansion with a heap of elegant shopping bags just as the late afternoon sun was painting the foyer in gold. Casey was waiting, eager to see the spoils.

“Let’s see, let’s see!” she trilled, pulling garments from bags, holding them up against Sabrina. “Oh, this is perfect! So much better. You look like you belong here now, honey.” She hugged Sabrina, a cloud of her expensive perfume enveloping her. For a fleeting, treacherous second, Sabrina almost felt guilty. The hug felt genuine. The pleasure in her mother’s eyes was real. She was happy to see her daughter elevated, assimilated into this world she loved.

The moment passed, crushed under the weight of the day’s reality. The memory of Blake’s smirk, the feel of the decaying house, the envelope of cash. Casey’s happiness was built on a foundation of lies. The guilt transformed back into a solid, justifiable coldness.

Dinner was a quiet affair. Casey chattered about her plans for the evening—a last-minute thing with some girlfriends, a new lounge that was just impossible to get into. Liam listened, nodded, asked polite questions. The performance was masterful. Sabrina pushed food around her plate, her appetite gone.

As Casey went upstairs to change, Liam caught Sabrina’s eye from across the table. He gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. It begins.

Casey descended an hour later, a vision in clinging emerald green silk. She kissed Liam’s cheek. “Don’t wait up, darling!” She waved at Sabrina. “Love you, Sabby!”

And then she was gone, the front door closing with a soft, final click. The mansion settled into a deep, waiting silence.

9 - INDISPUTABLE EVIDENCE

The mansion’s grand foyer echoed with the clumsy, unbalanced sound of high heels on marble. Casey stumbled through the front door just after one in the morning, a cloud of alcohol and stale cigarette smoke rolling off her in waves. Her emerald silk dress was twisted, the strap of her clutch bag dangling from her wrist. She didn’t see Sabrina, a shadow in the archway to the darkened living room, watching.

“M’home,” Casey slurred to no one, kicking off her glittering heels. They skittered across the floor. She missed the bottom step of the grand staircase, catching herself on the polished railing with a giggle. “Whoopsie.”

Sabrina watched, her body rigid, as her mother hauled herself up the stairs, a slow, unsteady ascent. The sound of the bedroom door opening and closing with a heavy thud echoed down. Then, silence. She was out.

The waiting resumed, but it was different now. Sharp. Electric. Sabrina stood in the dark, her arms wrapped around herself. The quiet was oppressive, broken only by the distant hum of the mansion’s climate control.

Then, the soft, distinctive chime of the intercom panel near her head made her startle. “Come to my office,” Liam commanded.

Sabrina’s throat went dry. She turned and walked down the long hallway toward the wing that housed Liam’s private study, her bare feet silent on the runner carpet. The double doors were ajar, a sliver of warm, golden light spilling into the hall.

She pushed one door open and stepped inside.

Liam stood behind his massive mahogany desk, his back to her, looking out the floor-to-ceiling window into the moonlit canyon. He’d changed into dark trousers and a simple black t-shirt that stretched across the broad planes of his back. A tablet was in his hand, its screen casting a faint blue glow onto his profile. He didn’t turn.

“Close the door,” he said, his voice low, without inflection.

Sabrina did, the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud. She walked further into the room, the air cool and smelling of leather and old paper. The tension was a live wire strung between them.

“She’s passed out in the master suite,” Sabrina said, just to say something.

Liam finally turned. His face was a mask of controlled intensity, his dark eyes holding a fire that hadn’t been there before. “I know.” He held up the tablet. “Blake sent the video an hour ago.”

He placed the tablet flat on the desk, screen up. A video player was open, paused on a blurry, dimly lit still image. Sabrina didn’t need to see it clearly to know what it was. The shape of a woman’s bare back, the hulking form of a man over her. Her stomach twisted, a sickening cocktail of triumph and disgust.

“Did you watch it?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“Not all of it. Enough.” His gaze pinned her. “It’s graphic. It’s unambiguous. It’s exactly what we need. The prenup is null and void. She gets nothing.”

The words should have felt like a victory. They did, in a cold, hard way. But the finality of them also slammed into Sabrina with a new weight. She gets nothing. Her mother. Cast out. The image of Casey’s drunk, happy stumble replayed in her mind.

Liam seemed to read the conflict on her face. He came around the desk, stopping an arm’s length away. The proximity was immediate, charged. “This was her choice, Sabrina. Every step of the way. She chose the money. She chose him. She chose to lie to me.” He reached out, not touching her, just tracing the line of her jaw with his gaze. “We have what we need. It’s over.”

It’s over. The words unlocked something. The weeks of guilt, of secret plotting, of stolen moments and crushing regret—they coalesced into a single, sharp point of need. The need for him. For the man who had seen the same ugly truth and had chosen her.

Sabrina looked up at him, and the last of her resistance crumbled. “Show me,” she breathed.

A flicker of something dark and possessive crossed his features. He picked up the tablet, tapped the screen. The video began to play.

The quality was poor, the lighting from a single dingy lamp. The audio was tinny but horrifyingly clear. It was Blake’s living room. The same stained couch. Casey was on her hands and knees, her emerald silk dress pushed up around her waist, a puddle of expensive fabric. Her head was thrown back, her blonde bob disheveled. Blake was behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his body slamming into hers with a rough, rhythmic force. Her moans were high, theatrical—the same sounds Sabrina had heard through her bedroom wall the first night Liam had come home. But here, they were for him. For the man who’d hurt them both.

“Fuck, yeah, just like that,” Blake’s voice grunted from the speaker. “You love this, don’t you? Missed this dick.”

Casey’s answering cry was wordless, desperate. She reached back, her fingers digging into his thigh.

Sabrina watched, frozen. It was violation and evidence all at once. She felt Liam’s eyes on her, not on the screen. He was watching her reaction. The video played for another thirty seconds, a brutal, explicit montage of her mother’s betrayal, before Liam reached out and tapped the screen, freezing it. The sudden silence was deafening.

“Enough,” he said, his voice a rough scrape.

He tossed the tablet onto a leather chair, dismissing it. The action was final. The evidence was secured. The legalities were handled. Now, there was only this.

He closed the distance between them in one swift stride. His hand came up to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her dark hair. His other arm banded around her waist, pulling her flush against him. There was no hesitation, no gentle question. His mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was a claiming.

His lips were demanding, insistent, parting hers with a force that stole her breath. The taste of him—whiskey and mint and pure, masculine heat—flooded her senses. She melted into it, her own hands flying up to clutch at his shoulders, the hard muscle flexing under her palms. A sound broke from her throat, a low, needy whimper that was swallowed by his mouth. He kissed her like he was starving, like he was finally unleashing everything he’d held back. His tongue swept against hers, a hot, slick invasion that sent a bolt of pure electricity straight to her core.

The kiss deepened, turned frantic. His hands roamed her back, pressing her closer until she could feel the hard ridge of his erection straining against the front of his trousers, a potent promise against her belly. The friction, even through their clothes, made her hips jerk forward instinctively. He groaned into her mouth, the vibration thrumming through her.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, his forehead resting against hers. “Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his voice thick with desire. “Tell me you’re mine now.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped, the truth of it scorching her from the inside. “I want this. I want you.”

That was all he needed. His hands went to the hem of her simple cotton sleep shirt, yanking it up and over her head in one fluid motion. The cool air of the study brushed her skin, raising goosebumps. His eyes burned as they raked over her plain white bra, the swell of her breasts above the cups. He didn’t bother with the clasp. He simply pulled the cups down, freeing her. Her breasts spilled into his waiting hands.

“Perfect,” he growled, his thumbs circling her taut nipples, the rough pads sending sharp, delicious sparks through her.

He dipped his head, his mouth closing over one peak, sucking deeply. The sensation was so intense, so direct, that her knees buckled. He held her up, his arm like steel around her, as he lavished attention on first one breast, then the other, his tongue lashing, his teeth grazing with just enough bite to make her cry out.

While his mouth worked, his hands went to the waistband of her soft sleep shorts. He shoved both the shorts and her panties down her thighs in one push. She stepped out of the puddle of fabric, naked now except for the bracelet on her wrist. He straightened, his gaze a hot, possessive sweep from her face to her toes. The approval in his eyes was a tangible heat.

“On your knees,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for question.

A fresh wave of wetness soaked her at the command. She sank down, the plush rug soft beneath her knees. Her position put her eye-level with the prominent bulge in his trousers. Her fingers trembled as she reached for his belt buckle, fumbling with the polished leather and metal. He watched, his chest rising and falling rapidly, as she undid it, then the button, then the zipper. She reached inside, through the slit in his boxer briefs, and her fingers wrapped around him.

He was thick, heavy, already slick at the tip. She drew him out, the sight of him—velvet-over-steel, pulsing with his heartbeat—making her mouth water. She didn’t wait for another order. She leaned forward, her dark hair falling over her shoulders, and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, salt and musk and pure male, exploded on her tongue. She heard his sharp intake of breath above her. She started slowly, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth, her tongue swirling around the broad head. Then she took him deeper, her throat working to accept him. His hand came to rest on the crown of her head, not forcing, just holding, his fingers twining in her hair.

“Just like that,” he rasped. “So good. Your mouth is fucking heaven.”

His praise ignited her. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, using her tongue, her hand working the base of his shaft in tandem with her mouth. She could feel him growing harder, thicker. The sounds he made—guttural groans, hissed curses—were the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She lost herself in the act, in the power of giving him this pleasure, in the submissive beauty of being on her knees before him. Her own need was a throbbing, insistent ache between her legs, a counterpoint to the rhythm of her mouth.

After several minutes, his grip in her hair tightened slightly. “Enough,” he said, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He drew her to her feet, his kiss swift and brutal. With a powerful sweep of his arm, he cleared the polished surface of his desk—a heavy crystal paperweight, a stack of files, a sleek silver pen holder clattering to the floor in a discordant symphony. He didn’t glance at the mess.

“Up,” he ordered, his hands gripping her hips.

She obeyed, bracing her palms on the hard mahogany as he lifted her. In one smooth motion, he sat her on the edge of the desk. She lay back, the wood cool against her skin, her legs dangling. He stepped between her legs, pushing them apart. His eyes locked with hers, a dark, unbreakable connection. He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, swollen folds.

And then he pushed inside.

There was no slow penetration. He filled her in one deep, relentless stroke, seating himself to the hilt. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. A broken cry tore from her throat. He was so deep, so there, claiming a space that felt made only for him.

He held still for a moment, buried inside her, letting her adjust, letting them both feel the profound connection. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were powerful, controlled, each one driving her backward on the desk. He held her hips, anchoring her, setting a punishing, perfect pace. The sound of their joining was obscene and beautiful—wet, rhythmic slaps of flesh, her sharp gasps, his low grunts. Each withdrawal was an agony of loss, each return a euphoric homecoming. He angled his hips, and on the next thrust, he brushed a spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Oh god! Right there!” she screamed, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the slick wood.

“You feel that?” he growled, hammering into that same spot again and again. “That’s me. Remember that. Cum for me, Sabrina.”

It was an order she couldn’t disobey. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter with every deep, purposeful thrust. Her body tightened around him, her inner muscles fluttering, clutching at his invading length. The world narrowed to the desk beneath her, the man driving into her, the explosive sensation building at her core. She was babbling, pleading, her words dissolving into incoherent cries.

“Liam… please… I’m gonna…”

“Cum,” he commanded, his voice raw. “Now.”

It shattered her. The orgasm erupted from that deep, stimulated place, radiating out in scorching waves that convulsed her entire body. Her back arched off the desk, a silent scream on her lips as the pleasure detonated, white-hot and blinding. She clenched around him violently, milking his length as the spasms wracked her.

He fucked her through it, his pace never faltering, drawing out every last pulse of her climax. When the tremors began to subside, he pulled out of her, his cock glistening with her release.

“Turn around,” he panted. “Bend over the desk.”

Weak-limbed and boneless, she slid off the desk, her body humming. She turned, bracing her forearms on the smooth wood, presenting herself to him. He moved behind her, his hands gripping the generous curve of her hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples at the base of her spine. He nudged her legs wider with his knee.

He drove into her from behind in one fierce, deep plunge. The new angle was even more intense. He was deeper, hitting places that made her cry out anew. He set a frantic, desperate rhythm, his balls slapping against her with every thrust. His grip on her hips was iron, surely leaving marks.

This was different. This was raw, possessive fucking. The animalistic culmination of their shared secret, their shared victory. He leaned over her, his chest pressed to her back, his mouth at her ear.

“You’re mine,” he snarled with each powerful drive of his hips. “All mine. Casey never had this. She never will.”

His words pushed her toward another peak, one she hadn’t known was possible so soon. The friction, the depth, the sheer ownership in his voice had her climbing again, the tension coiling anew. He felt it, sensed the tightening of her body around him.

“Cum again with me,” he demanded, his rhythm becoming erratic, losing its precise control. “Now!”

He gave three more brutal, deep thrusts, and she broke. A second, searing orgasm ripped through her, less a wave this time and more a continuous, electric current. As her inner walls fluttered and clenched, he buried himself to the root and let go. A harsh, guttural roar tore from his throat as he pulsed inside her, his release hot and endless, flooding her, claiming her in the most intimate way possible. She felt every throb, every jet, a visceral stamp of possession.

They collapsed together over the desk, his weight a heavy, welcome anchor. His breath was hot and ragged against her neck. For long minutes, there was only the sound of their harsh breathing in the quiet study, the faint smell of sex and sweat mingling with the leather and wood.

Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body. A warm trickle followed. He straightened, his hands gentle now as he helped her stand. Her legs were trembling so badly she could barely hold her weight. He kept an arm around her, steadying her.

Without a word, he retrieved her discarded clothes. He helped her into her panties, her shorts, her shirt, his movements tender, almost reverent. He righted himself, tucking his spent cock back into his trousers, zipping up. The transformation from fierce lover to composed strategist was seamless.

He looked at her, his eyes softer now, but still intense. “We’ll deal with her in the morning,” he said, his voice calm, resolved. “I’ll talk to my attorney. She won’t know what hit her.”

Sabrina nodded, the reality of it settling over the afterglow like a cold blanket. Tomorrow, the war began. Tomorrow, her mother would look at her with hatred. Tomorrow, she might lose her mother’s love forever.

Liam saw the shadow cross her face. He cupped her cheek. “It’s the only way forward. To us.”

“I know,” she whispered, leaning into his touch.

“Go to bed,” he said. “Try to sleep. You’ll need your strength.”

10 - A DAY OF RECKONING

The morning sun streamed through the wall of windows in the kitchen, painting the marble floors and the long, marble table top in stripes of pale gold. It was a serene, beautiful scene, utterly at odds with the storm brewing inside Sabrina. She sat at the table, pushing a single strawberry around her plate of untouched fruit and yogurt. She’d dressed carefully in a simple, sleeveless linen dress, her hair pulled back. She felt like a defendant awaiting a verdict.

Liam appeared in the doorway, looking relaxed but formidable in pressed khakis and a charcoal-gray polo. He carried an air of calm finality. He poured himself a coffee from the silver carafe on the sideboard, his movements precise. He didn’t look at Sabrina, but his presence was a steady anchor in the room.

Casey made her entrance ten minutes later. She swept in wearing a silk kimono robe, her face puffy from sleep and last night’s alcohol, but her eyes were bright, her smile dazzling. She hummed as she went straight for the coffee.

“God, I needed that,” she sighed after a long sip. She floated to the table, dropping into the chair at the head, opposite Liam. “What a night. The club was insane. You should have come, Sabrina. So many cute guys.” She winked, completely oblivious.

Liam set his cup down. The delicate clink of china on wood was like a starter’s pistol.

“Casey,” he said, his voice level, carrying effortlessly in the quiet room. “We need to talk.”

Casey waved a dismissive hand, reaching for a croissant. “Sure, baby. Talk away. I’m all ears. Just don’t tell me you’re cutting off my credit cards again. I saw the most divine Prada bag yesterday…”

“I want a divorce,” Liam said.

The words hung in the air, clean and sharp as a scalpel.

Casey froze, the croissant halfway to her mouth. Then she laughed. It was a high, tinkling sound that felt brittle against the marble. “Oh, Liam. Very funny. The grumpy billionaire routine is cute before coffee, but come on.”

“I am perfectly serious.” He hadn’t moved. His gaze was fixed on her, unblinking. “The marriage is over. I’ll have my lawyers draw up the papers today.”

Casey’s smile didn’t fade; it hardened, turning predatory. She slowly placed the croissant back on her plate. “Okay. You want to play hardball. Fine.” She leaned forward, her blue eyes glinting. “You remember the prenup, right? The one that says if you file for divorce, I get half of everything. Half your companies, half your properties, half your obscene net worth. So.” She sat back, crossing her legs. “Do you really want a divorce that badly, Liam? Because it’s going to cost you… let’s just say more than you’ve ever spent on me.”

Sabrina’s heart was a frantic bird in her chest. She watched Liam’s face. There was no anger, no panic. Only a cold, patient certainty.

“The prenup,” Liam said slowly, “has an infidelity clause. A rather strict one. It states that if you are unfaithful, the agreement is null and void. You get nothing. Not a cent.”

Casey’s confidence flickered for a millisecond. Then she scoffed. “Infidelity? Please. I’ve been the perfect, devoted wife. I never cheated on you.”

Liam reached into the pocket of his khaki pants. He pulled out his phone. He tapped the screen a few times, then laid it on the table between them, screen facing her. He didn’t say another word.

Casey looked from his impassive face to the phone. Her smile was completely gone now. A faint, uneasy frown creased her brow. She picked up the phone.

Sabrina watched her mother’s face. She saw the exact moment recognition dawned. The color drained from Casey’s cheeks, leaving her skin a sickly, paper white. Her eyes widened, scanning the tiny screen. The video was damning. Her lips, usually so quick to smile or pout, parted in a silent ‘O’. The phone trembled in her hand.

Then, the storm broke.

“You… you filthy, sneaking bastard!” she shrieked, her voice ripping through the serene morning. She slammed the phone down on the table as if it were on fire. She shot to her feet, the chair screeching violently backward. “You had me followed? You recorded me?!”

“Blake  recorded you,” Liam corrected, his voice still calm, a flat rock in her turbulent stream of fury. “He was quite cooperative. For a price.”

The name ‘Blake’ was the final detonation. Casey’s face contorted with pure, undiluted rage. “Blake? You paid that worthless junkie to… to…” She couldn’t even finish. She grabbed her coffee cup and hurled it across the room. It shattered against a painting in an explosion of porcelain and brown liquid. “I’ll kill him! I’ll kill you both! This is illegal! It’s entrapment! You can’t use this!”

“My lawyers assure me I can,” Liam said, finally standing. He towered over her, not in threat, but in unassailable fact. “The video is time-stamped, geotagged. His sworn affidavit is already notarized. You have no legal standing, Casey. The game is over.”

Casey stared at him, her chest heaving. The fury was so intense it seemed to vibrate the air around her. She looked from Liam to the shattered cup, to the sunny windows, as if the reality of her crumbling world was just starting to penetrate. The screaming stopped, replaced by a choking, gasping silence. Her shoulders slumped. The fight drained out of her, leaving behind a hollow, stunned shell.

Her gaze, lost and searching, landed on Sabrina.

In that instant, Sabrina saw the calculation click behind her mother’s eyes. The sudden, desperate need for an ally. For family.

“Sabrina,” Casey said, her voice a rough scrape. “Baby. Get your things. We’re leaving. Right now. We don’t need him. We don’t need any of this.” She took a step toward her daughter, her hand outstretched in a pleading gesture. “Come on. Let’s go.”

Sabrina’s mouth went dry. This was the moment she’d dreaded and, in a secret, guilty part of herself, desired. She looked at her mother’s pleading face, the face that had been her whole world for eighteen years. She saw the fear, the impending loss. And she made her choice.

She stood up, her chair whispering softly on the floor. She didn’t take Casey’s hand.

“I’m not going, Mom.”

The words were quiet, but they fell like stones.

Casey blinked. “What? Don’t be ridiculous. Of course you are. You’re my daughter. We’re leaving this… this snobby museum. We’ll go back to our apartment, we’ll figure it out like we always—”

“No,” Sabrina repeated, firmer. She felt Liam’s steady presence just behind her shoulder, a wall of silent support. “I’m staying. With Liam.”

The confusion on Casey’s face deepened. Then it cleared, replaced by a dawning horror so profound it was almost comical. Her eyes darted from Sabrina’s resolute face to Liam’s unwavering one. She saw the way Sabrina didn’t flinch from his proximity. She saw the unspoken communication, the intimacy that went beyond stepfather and stepdaughter.

“Oh my god,” Casey whispered, the blood rushing back to her face in a mottled, ugly red. “Oh my fucking god. You… you little…” Her voice rose again, sharpening into a shriek of pure betrayal. “You’re fucking him?!”

Sabrina said nothing. She held her mother’s gaze, her own guilt a tight knot in her stomach, but she didn’t deny it. Her silence was confirmation enough.

Casey let out a sound that was half-laugh, half-sob. “All this time… the questions, the ‘concern’… you were just trying to get rid of me! To steal him for yourself!” She took a furious step forward, her finger jabbing the air. “You ungrateful little whore! After everything I’ve done for you! I raised you! I worked my ass off on that fucking stage so you could have food and clothes! And this is how you repay me? By spreading your legs for my husband?!”

The words were meant to lash and flay. They did. Sabrina felt each one like a slap. But they also, perversely, solidified her resolve. This was the real Casey. The one who saw relationships as transactions, love as leverage.

“You were cheating on him with Blake,” Sabrina said, her voice trembling but clear. “You married him for his money. And you were never a mother to me. Don’t talk to me about gratitude.”

Casey’s mouth opened and closed. For a second, she looked genuinely stunned, as if the truth of her own actions had never fully occurred to her. The stunned look melted back into fury. “You think he wants you? You’re just a cheap substitute! A teenage piece of ass he’s using to get back at me! When he’s bored of you, he’ll toss you out with less than he’s giving me!”

“That’s enough, Casey,” Liam’s voice cut in, cold and absolute. “You will leave my house. Now. Your belongings will be packed and sent to a location of your choosing. Anything purchased during the marriage remains here. The divorce will proceed based on the evidence of your infidelity. You will be contacted by my legal team. Do not attempt to contact Sabrina or me again.”

He spoke with the finality of a judge pronouncing a sentence. Casey looked between them—her daughter, standing firm beside the man who had just destroyed her, and the man himself, impenetrable and victorious. The fight went out of her completely, extinguished by the utter hopelessness of her position. She had been outmaneuvered, exposed, and abandoned. There was nothing left to say, nothing left to fight for.

A harsh, broken sound escaped her. She turned on her heel, her kimono flaring, and stalked from the breakfast room. They listened to the furious, fading click of her heels on the marble, through the foyer. The massive front door opened, then slammed shut with a concussion that echoed through the silent mansion.

Then, there was only quiet.

Sabrina let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. Her body began to shake, a delayed reaction to the emotional violence of the confrontation. She felt Liam’s hands on her shoulders, warm and solid, turning her gently to face him.

He looked down at her, his dark eyes searching her face. There was no triumph in them, only a profound, consuming intensity. “Are you alright?”

She nodded, unable to speak. The guilt was there, a cold, slick stone in her gut. But as she looked into his eyes, it was overshadowed, drowned out by a flood of something else. Relief. Liberation. A fierce, wild joy. They were free. The lies, the hiding, the constant tension—it was over. They could begin.

A slow, real smile touched Liam’s lips. He saw the conflict in her and saw the moment joy won. He cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. “It’s just us now,” he murmured, the words a vow.

Then he kissed her.

This kiss was different from the desperate, claiming fury of the night before. This one was deep, slow, and sweetly possessive. It was a kiss of welcome, of a new beginning. His lips moved over hers with a tender authority that made her melt against him. She wrapped her arms around his neck, surrendering to the taste of him, to the rightness of it. The last threads of her old life, of her identity as Casey’s daughter, seemed to dissolve in the heat of his mouth.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. His eyes were dark with promise. “Come with me,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

He took her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers. He didn’t lead her to her room, or to his study. He led her to the master suite—his suite, the one he’d shared with Casey. The door was open, the bed still unmade from Casey’s drunken sleep. He didn’t seem to see the disorder. He pulled Sabrina inside and closed the door behind them, locking it with a soft, definitive click.

He turned to her, his gaze sweeping over her linen dress. “I’ve waited too long for this moment,” he said. The words were simple, but the intent behind them was volcanic.

His hands went to the thin straps of her dress. He slid them off her shoulders, letting the fabric fall down her arms. It pooled at her waist, then slipped down her hips to the floor, leaving her in only her simple white lace bra and panties. The cool air of the massive room kissed her skin, but his gaze was hotter than any sun.

He unclasped her bra with practiced ease, dropping it. His eyes feasted on her bare breasts, the peaks tightening instantly under his scrutiny. “So beautiful,” he breathed. He didn’t use his hands. He lowered his head and took one nipple into his mouth.

A jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure speared through her. His mouth was hot, wet, demanding. He sucked deeply, his tongue lashing the hardened bud, while his other hand came up to knead and roll her other breast. The dual sensation made her cry out, her hands flying to his hair, her fingers gripping the dark strands. He switched sides, giving the same lavish, relentless attention to her other breast, his teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her gasp and arch into him.

While his mouth worked, his hand slid down her flat stomach, over the lace of her panties. He palmed her mound, his fingers pressing against the damp fabric. A needy sound escaped her throat. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs. She stepped out of them, now completely naked before him in the center of the room that had been her mother’s domain.

He straightened, his own desire evident in the tight strain of his trousers. He didn’t undress himself yet. He wanted to look at her. His gaze was a physical caress, leaving a trail of heat everywhere it touched. “On the bed,” he commanded, his voice thick.

She moved backward, her legs hitting the edge of the enormous mattress. She sank down onto the cool, high-thread-count sheets, the scent of Casey’s perfume faint in the linens. That thought fled as Liam approached. He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing his sculpted chest and abdomen. He was magnificent, all hard planes and coiled power.

He joined her on the bed, kneeling between her parted legs. He didn’t kiss her mouth again. He kissed a trail down her sternum, over her quivering stomach. He nudged her legs wider, his hands sliding under her thighs, lifting them, opening her completely to his view. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly aroused. His breath was hot against her inner thighs.

Then his mouth was on her.

He didn’t start gently. He licked a broad, flat stripe from her entrance to her clit, gathering her wetness. The sensation was so direct, so intimate, that she jerked against the sheets. He groaned against her, the vibration sending another electric shock through her core. He settled in, his mouth finding a ruthless, dedicated rhythm. His tongue circled her clit, flicked it, then pressed against it with firm, steady pressure. One of his hands remained under her thigh, holding her open; the other hand slid lower, two fingers sliding into her with ease, curling upward.

She was being consumed. The dual assault—the clever, relentless work of his tongue and the deep, stroking penetration of his fingers—drove her to the edge with terrifying speed. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more. Her fingers tangled in the sheets. Sounds poured from her, shameless, desperate pleas and moans. He drank her in, his own sounds of pleasure muffled against her flesh.

“Liam… I can’t… I’m going to…” she choked out.

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue fluttering maddeningly fast, his fingers pumping, curling against that perfect, hidden spot. The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a violent, convulsive wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her body bowed, shuddering violently as pleasure detonated in white-hot pulses from her core outward. He held her through it, his mouth gentling, lapping softly as she rode out the aftershocks, his fingers still inside her, feeling her inner muscles clutch and spasm.

When the last tremor subsided, he withdrew his fingers and crawled up her body. His skin was hot against hers, his cock a hard, urgent pressure against her thigh. He kissed her mouth, letting her taste herself on his lips and tongue. The intimacy of it was staggering.

“My turn,” he growled against her lips.

He unbuckled his belt, opened his trousers, and shoved them and his boxer briefs down in one motion. He sprang free, thick and fully erect, the tip already glistening.

He rolled her onto her stomach. The sheets were cool beneath her overheated skin. He guided her up onto her hands and knees. The position was submissive, primal. She felt him move behind her, his hands gripping her hips. The broad, slick head of his cock nudged at her entrance, still sensitive and swollen from her climax.

He pushed inside her in one long, smooth stroke. The fullness was breathtaking, a deep, satisfying ache. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that made her gasp with each withdrawal and sigh with each return. He leaned over her, his chest pressed to her back, his mouth at her ear.

“All mine,” he whispered, his breath hot. “This pussy is mine. This body is mine. Every moan, every shiver… belongs to me now.”

His words, combined with the deep, penetrating thrusts, stoked a new fire inside her. She pushed back against him, meeting his rhythm. The sound of their bodies meeting, the wet slap of skin on skin, filled the quiet bedroom. He reached around her front, his hand sliding between her legs, finding her clit again. He rubbed tight, deliberate circles as he fucked her, the dual stimulation making her cry out.

“Again,” he demanded, his own breathing becoming ragged. “Cum for me again.”

It was too much. The friction of his cock inside her, the precise pressure of his fingers on her clit… a second orgasm, sharper and brighter than the first, exploded through her. She clenched around him violently, a broken sob escaping her as the pleasure crested and broke. Her inner walls fluttered around his length, milking him.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, guttural groan that was pure release, he slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt. She felt the hot pulse of his release deep inside her, jet after jet, a searing claim that marked the end of the old and the beginning of the new. He collapsed over her, his weight a heavy, welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the final waves.

For long minutes, they stayed like that, connected, his softening cock still nestled within her, his body draped over hers. Their harsh breathing was the only sound. Slowly, he shifted, pulling out and rolling onto his side, taking her with him. He pulled her back against his chest, his arms wrapping around her, holding her close. The afterglow was a warm, liquid haze that seeped into her bones.

She lay there, nestled in the circle of his arms, in her mother’s former bed. The guilt came back then, a faint, cold whisper at the edge of her contentment. The image of Casey’s white, betrayed face flashed behind her closed eyelids.

As if sensing her shift in mood, Liam tightened his arms around her. He nuzzled her hair. “I spoke with my divorce attorney last night, after you went to bed,” he murmured, his voice relaxed, satiated. “With the video, it’s an open-and-shut case of infidelity. The prenup is shredded. He’ll file the papers immediately. It’ll be fast. A matter of weeks, maybe less.”

Sabrina absorbed this. Weeks. And then… he would be free. Truly free. And she would be here. With him. The guilt receded, not gone, but pushed to the background by the tangible reality of the future he was describing.

“And then?” she asked softly, tracing the sinewy muscle of his forearm with her fingertip.

He caught her hand, bringing her fingers to his lips. “And then we see what this is,” he said, his lips brushing her knuckles. “Without hiding. Without her in the next room. Just us.”

Just us. The two words held more promise than any grand declaration. She turned in his arms, facing him. The late morning sun slanted across the bed, gilding his skin, highlighting the contentment and possession in his dark eyes. She kissed him, a soft, lingering kiss of agreement, of hope.

11 - A BRIGHT FUTURE

Six months later, the hum of the jet engines was a low, constant vibration that Sabrina felt in her bones, a soothing white noise that matched the humming contentment in her own chest. The divorce had been finalized three weeks ago, a swift, clinical severance. Casey walked away with exactly what she’d brought into the marriage: the clothes on her back and a heart full of useless resentment. No settlement, no alimony, not even a parting gift. The silence she left behind had been a blessing, a clean slate.

Now, they were thirty thousand feet above the Atlantic, encased in the leather-and-polished-walnut cocoon of Liam’s private Gulfstream. Sabrina gazed out the oval window at the endless blue, dotted with cotton-ball clouds. She wore a simple but expensive cream-colored silk slip dress, one of many new pieces Liam had quietly added to her wardrobe. It was short, falling to mid-thigh, and felt like a whisper against her skin. A matching cashmere wrap was draped over the back of her cream leather seat. She felt like a character in a movie, a feeling that still hadn’t worn off.

Liam sat beside her, working on a tablet. He was dressed for relaxation in dark linen trousers and a white linen shirt, the top buttons undone. He looked up, catching her staring. A slow, knowing smile touched his lips.

“Bored?” he asked, his voice a soft rumble under the engine’s drone.

“Just happy,” she said, and it was the profound truth.

He set the tablet aside. His gaze, dark and intent, traveled over her—the dress, the bare legs, the way the silk clung to the subtle curves of her breasts. The look was familiar now, a precursor. It sparked an immediate, answering heat low in her belly.

He reached out, his hand settling on her bare thigh, just above her knee. His palm was warm, his touch possessive. His fingers began a slow, absent stroke, moving higher with each pass.

“This is a very short dress,” he murmured, his eyes on the path his hand was carving.

“You bought it,” she pointed out, her voice already losing some of its steadiness.

“I have excellent taste.” His fingers reached the hem, then slid beneath it.

The sensation of his warm, calloused skin against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh was electric. He continued his ascent, the silk whispering as it rode up. His palm covered the front of her plain white lace panties, his fingers pressing against the soft mound beneath.

A soft sigh escaped her lips, her legs instinctively parting a fraction. Through the lace, he began to rub. A slow, circular motion, the pressure just right. The friction against her clit, even through the fabric, sent a sharp pulse of pleasure radiating outward. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice quiet but firm.

She turned her head, opening her eyes and meeting his gaze. His face was a mask of controlled hunger. He watched her reactions as his fingers continued their lazy, torturous circles. He could feel the dampness already seeping through the lace. His other hand came up to her hip, holding her in place.

“So responsive,” he said, almost to himself. “Always so ready for me.”

His hand slid beneath the lace. His fingertips traced her slit, gathering the wetness that gleamed there. He coated his fingers in it, then brought them back to her clit. The direct contact was a jolt. His touch was more precise now, his middle finger circling the swollen bud with a firm, deliberate rhythm. His thumb pressed lower, against her entrance, not entering, just applying a steady, maddening pressure.

She gasped, her grip tightening on the armrest. “Liam…” His name was a breathless plea.

“Quiet,” he murmured, though his own breathing had deepened. “I want to feel you cum.”

He slid two fingers inside her, stretching her slightly, filling her. He began a shallow, pumping motion. The stimulation was overwhelming. Pleasure coiled tight in her core, a spring wound to its breaking point. She could feel the muscles in her thighs beginning to tremble. The world narrowed to the feeling of his skilled hand between her legs and the dark intensity of his eyes watching her unravel.

“Now,” he whispered, a direct order.

It was all she needed. The orgasm broke over her with a sudden, violent intensity. It ripped a choked cry from her throat, a sound she tried to stifle by biting her lip. Her body clenched around his penetrating fingers, inner muscles fluttering in a rapid, desperate rhythm. Her vision blurred at the edges, the luxurious cabin swimming in and out of focus. He kept his hand moving, drawing out the convulsions, milking every last shudder from her until she was boneless, sagging against him, her head resting on his shoulder.

Slowly, he withdrew his fingers. He brought them to his mouth, sucking them clean, his eyes never leaving hers. The act was so blatantly carnal it made a fresh wave of heat wash over her, even in her spent state.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice rough with his own arousal. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as she floated in the hazy aftermath. He nuzzled her hair. “We’ll be landing soon.”

—

Nassau was a blast of humid, flower-scented air and dazzling sunlight. A sleek black Range Rover whisked them from the private terminal to a resort so exclusive it had no name on the gate, just a discreet number. Their ‘room’ was a sprawling villa perched on stilts over water so clear it looked like liquid sapphire. The main living area was all white linen, dark wood, and floor-to-ceiling glass offering a panoramic view of the endless ocean.

Sabrina stood in the center of the room, spinning slowly, taking it in. An infinity pool spilled from the deck into the sea below. The bedroom was dominated by a vast, canopied bed. It was a fantasy.

Liam came up behind her, his hands settling on her shoulders. “Do you like it?”

“It’s impossible not to like it,” she breathed.

He turned her to face him. His expression had shifted from the relaxed possessiveness on the plane to something more serious, a faint tension around his eyes. “Sabrina… there’s something I need to ask you.”

Her heart gave a funny little skip. “Okay.”

He took her hand and led her out to the expansive wooden deck. The late afternoon sun gilded everything in gold. The only sounds were the gentle lap of water against the stilts and the distant cry of a gull. He stopped at the railing, facing the ocean, but then turned to her, blocking the view.

He reached into the pocket of his trousers. When his hand emerged, it was closed in a fist. He looked directly into her eyes, his gaze so intense it felt like a physical touch.

“The last six months have been… a revelation,” he began, his voice low and measured. “Getting to know you without the lies, the secrecy, the ghost of my mistake in the next room.” He paused, swallowing. “My marriage to Casey was a catastrophic error in judgment. I knew it almost immediately. I was buying a fantasy, and she was selling one. There was no substance, no truth. Just mutual exploitation.”

Sabrina’s breath caught in her throat. She could only watch him, her hand still in his.

“But you…” He opened his hand. Nestled in his palm was a ring. It wasn’t a massive, ostentatious diamond. It was an emerald-cut sapphire, a deep, oceanic blue that matched the water behind him, flanked by two smaller, brilliant diamonds on a slim, platinum band. It was elegant, unique, breathtaking. “You are the truth I wasn’t looking for. You are the substance. You’re strong, you’re clever, you’re loyal. You see me. Not the money, not the power. Me.”

He went down on one knee on the sun-warmed deck. The sight of him—this powerful, commanding man kneeling before her—stopped her heart entirely.

“Sabrina,” he said, his voice gaining strength, ringing with certainty. “I am sure, with every part of me, that I have found the right woman. The only woman. Will you marry me?”

Tears, hot and sudden, sprang to her eyes. They weren’t tears of doubt or fear. They were an overflow of the joy that had been building in her since the door had slammed behind Casey. This was the culmination, the destination she hadn’t even dared to dream of during those tense, guilty weeks in the mansion.

“Yes,” she said, the word bursting from her. “Yes, Liam. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

A brilliant, unguarded smile transformed his face. He took her left hand and slid the ring onto her finger. It fit perfectly, cool and heavy, a tangible promise. He stood, pulling her into his arms, and kissed her.

This kiss was different from all the others. It was a seal. It was promise and possession, joy and fierce commitment all fused together. She kissed him back with everything she had, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body molding to his. The taste of him, familiar and intoxicating, mixed with the salt of her tears.

The kiss deepened, turning hungry. The formality of the moment melted under the heat of their mouths. Her hands slid down his chest, over the linen shirt, to the waistband of his trousers. She found the button, fumbled it open, then dragged the zipper down. She broke the kiss, her eyes locked on his as she reached inside.

Her fingers closed around his hard length, already thick and eager. She stroked him, her grip firm, her thumb swirling over the slick head. A ragged groan tore from his throat. He kissed her again, harder, his tongue plunging into her mouth in time with the rhythm of her hand.

“You’re going to make me cum right here,” he growled against her lips.

“Good,” she whispered, speeding her strokes.

But he had other plans. He gripped her wrist, stilling her hand. “Not yet.” His eyes were black with desire. “On your knees.”

The command, delivered in that rough, wanting voice, sent a bolt of pure lust straight to her core. She didn’t hesitate. She sank gracefully to the warm wooden deck, the rough planks against her bare knees a stark contrast to the luxury around them. She looked up at him, his arousal standing proud from his open trousers. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over him first. Then she opened her mouth and took him inside.

The taste of him, salty and musky, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the head, then slowly took him deeper, relaxing her throat. Her hands came up to cradle his hips, her fingers digging into the hard muscle. He let out a long, shuddering sigh, his hand coming down to tangle in her hair, not forcing, just holding.

She established a rhythm, sucking him deep, then pulling back to lavish attention on the sensitive ridge beneath the head. She used her tongue, her lips, the gentle pressure of her teeth. She listened to his breathing, to the guttural sounds he made, letting them guide her. She wanted to devour him, to make him feel a fraction of the bliss he always gave her.

“Fuck, Sabrina… your mouth…” he choked out. His hips began a subtle, involuntary thrust. She took him deeper, encouraging it, her eyes closed in concentration. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the muscles of his thighs tightening under her hands.

Just as he was teetering on the edge, he pulled her head back gently. “Enough,” he rasped. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He helped her to her feet. His hands went to the straps of her silk dress. He yanked, not gently. The delicate straps broke, and the dress slithered down her body to puddle at her feet. She stood naked before him in the golden afternoon light, wearing only the sapphire ring. His gaze was a furnace.

“Inside,” he said, nodding toward the villa.

She walked ahead of him, feeling his eyes on her back, her ass. The cool air conditioning of the living area raised goosebumps on her skin. He followed, shedding his own clothes with impatient haste, leaving a trail of linen from the deck to the bedroom.

He didn’t push her onto the bed immediately. He went to her suitcase, rummaged for a moment, and pulled out a pair of sheer black nylon stockings, still in their packaging. He tore them open.

“Get on the bed,” he instructed, his voice thick.

Pulse hammering, she obeyed, moving onto the enormous bed. He joined her, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. He took one stocking and, with swift, efficient motions, wrapped it around her right wrist, tying it in a secure but not painful knot. He secured the other end to the smooth, carved wood bedpost. He repeated the process with her left wrist. The nylon was smooth and tight, a palpable restraint. She was tethered, facing the bed, her arms stretched slightly, completely vulnerable.

The feeling was terrifying and unbelievably erotic. She was his to do with as he pleased. His hands slid up her thighs, over her stomach, up her breasts. He leaned in, his mouth finding the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder. He bit down, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to make her cry out and strain against the stockings. The faint burn only heightened her arousal.

His mouth began a slow, torturous descent down her body, kissing, licking, nipping. He paid lavish attention to her hip bones. Then his hands urged her legs wider apart. He kissed her mound, his stubble scraping deliciously. He moved lower.

His breath was hot against her exposed folds. Then his tongue touched her. A long, slow, flat stroke from her entrance all the way up to her clit. She jerked against her bonds, a moan tearing from her. He did it again, and again, each stroke gathering more of her wetness, each one making her more frantic.

He focused then, his mouth latching onto her clit, sucking it deeply into the heat of his mouth. His tongue lashed it, a rapid, fluttering assault that had her crying out wordlessly, her back arching, her wrists pulling against the nylon ties. Just as she was about to tip over, he pulled back.

He replaced his mouth with his fingers, two sliding into her wetness, curling, stroking that perfect inner spot while his thumb rubbed her clit. The angle was different, deeper, more intense. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, relentless rhythm, his thumb a constant, maddening pressure.

“Please… Liam, please…” she begged, her voice ragged.

“Cum for me,” he ordered, his own voice strained.

The orgasm slammed into her, a deep, internal quake that radiated from her core outward. It was less a sharp peak and more a prolonged, rolling quiver that made her thighs shake and her vision whiten at the edges. She sobbed, his fingers working her through every last spasm.

Before she could even come down, he was on top of her. The broad, slick head of his cock nudged at her entrance. He pushed inside in one long, inexorable thrust, filling her completely, stretching her in the most satisfying way. He was still hard as iron.

He set a punishing pace from the start, his hips slamming into her, the sound of their joining loud in the quiet room. With each thrust, the nylon bit into her wrists slightly, a sweet counterpoint to the deep, penetrating pleasure. He leaned over her, his body pressed against hers, his mouth at her ear.

“You’re mine,” he gritted out, each word punctuated by a thrust. “My fiancée. My wife. My everything.”

The words, combined with the physical claiming, ignited something new in her. The bed rocked. She was still sensitive from her climax, every stroke feeling magnified, sending fresh sparks through her oversensitive nerves.

He reached between them, his fingers finding her clit again, now swollen and ultra-sensitive. The touch was almost too much, a sharp, bright pain-pleasure that made her scream. He rubbed in time with his thrusts, a relentless, coordinated assault.

“Again,” he demanded, his breathing harsh. “Cum with me.”

It was too much, and it was everything. A second, different orgasm tore through her, this one sharper, brighter, centered on the exquisite friction of his cock and the ruthless pressure on her clit. Her inner muscles clenched around him in a violent, rhythmic spasm. Her cry was raw, unfiltered.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep drive, he buried himself to the hilt and let go. A guttural roar ripped from his chest as he pulsed inside her, hot and deep, jet after jet of his release filling her, marking her as his in the most primal way. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and spent.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, gently, he pulled out. He reached up and, with a few tugs, undid the knots of the stockings, freeing her wrists. He rubbed the faint red marks with his thumbs, then kissed each one.

He rolled onto his back, pulling her with him, settling her against his side, her head on his chest. She could hear the rapid, steady thump of his heart under her ear. Her own body felt liquefied, boneless, humming with satisfaction. She held her left hand up, watching the sapphire catch the dying rays of sunlight filtering through the sheer canopy.

“I can’t believe this is real,” she whispered.

He turned his head, kissing her hair. “It’s the only thing that’s ever been real.”

They lay in comfortable silence as the room darkened from gold to twilight blue. The events of the day—the flight, the proposal, the intense consummation—played through her mind in a blissful loop. She had walked onto a private jet as his girlfriend. She would walk back onto it as his fiancée, his future. The man of her dreams, the life she’d never dared to imagine, was now hers.

BACK COVER

An ironclad prenup. A forbidden affair. A devastating betrayal.

At eighteen, Sabrina is the only adult in her household. While her mother, Casey, spent years chasing neon lights and the wrong men, Sabrina was the one keeping their lives from falling apart. But when Casey sashays home with Liam Wolf—a billionaire as cold as he is commanding—the game changes. For Casey, Liam is a golden ticket to be cashed in. For Sabrina, he is a forbidden fire she can't stop herself from touching.

As they move into his sprawling mansion, the air thickens with a forbidden attraction that defies every rule of family and loyalty. A dangerous connection sparks between a man trapped in a hollow marriage and a girl who’s had to grow up too fast.

When Casey’s reckless past comes knocking in the form of a secret affair, Sabrina is forced to make a devastating choice to protect Liam and secure her own future.

Sabrina is no longer just a daughter. She is a woman claiming her place. But in a game where love is the ultimate weapon and betrayal is the only currency, she’ll have to decide exactly how much she’s willing to sacrifice to become the new queen of the house.
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